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HIS is a sordid story — the story of! 
“Mrs. Jekyll and Miss Hyde,” the 
woman who is a housewife by day 
and who at night lurks in the 
shadows to hire herself to strangers. 


When a married woman with five children 
was accused of soliciting men in Hyde Park, 
the magistrate, Mr. Paul Bennett, V.C., com- 
mented that the idea of married women 
patrolling the parks was new to him. 

“Tt is something quite new for women stil! 
living with their husbands to be charged,” the 
probation officer . agreed. 

That was two years ago. Since then there have 
been an increasing number of cases throughout 
the country A few of these part-timers in sin 
pay their fines like hard-bitten professionals 


while others shed tears and make amazing excuses 


A few months ago two 
wives admitted insulting 
a police constable who 
alleged that both had 
solicited men. 

“We were doing it to get 
home,” they explained in court. 
Thev had come for a holiday to 
London from South Shields and 
had run out of money. 

It seems incredible that they 
should choose this method of 
obtaining thei: fares. Surely 
normal women would have 
telegraphed their husbands 
(one still had £1) or obtained 
help through the Citizens’ 
Advice Bureau 


ECENTLY a magistrate 

told a London girl that 

her activities would 
hardly meet with the approval 
of her fiance. SHE WA 
ACCUSED OF ACCOSTING 
MEN IN THEIR CARS AND 
SAID THE REASON WAS 
THAT SHE WAS SAVING UP 
FOR HER WEDDING. 


Ten pounds a week for house- 
keeping was not enough to keep 
her home going, said a subur- 
ban wife, mother of two, when 
she pleaded guilty of soliciting. 

Another wife admitted com- 
mitting the same offence every 
third week when her husband 
had_to work a night shift. 

“This is sheer madness,” the 


magistrate commented. “ You 
can wreck your marriage by 
this disgraceful conduct.” 

Most extraordinary oj these 
unhappy cases was that oj @ 
husband who actually drove his 
wife in his car to her pick-up 
area, then, with their baby 
asleep ina carry-cot in the 


back, watched while she | 


approached men 
“Married women who become 


part-time prostitutes are an | 


extraordinary aspect of vice,” 
said a psychologist, ‘“ because 
they have the security that 
single women who go on the 


Ss Streets miss more than any- 


thing. 
“There are probably many 
reasons why thev do this, but I 


think the main one is @ sub- & 


conscious desire to ‘get even’ 


with their husbands over some- = 


ara f and to feel that they can § 
be financially independent of ® 
em 


* OMEN who are not 
mentally equipped 
to deai with the 


humdrum routine of running a ¢ 


home may resort to this as a 
desperate attempt to beat bore- 
dom. 

“Always thes 
have an excuse,” 
he added. “Self- 
justification is 
very strong with 
them. They blame 
unfaithful hus- 
bands, lack of 
money, neglect 
and many other 
things, but never 
themselves.” 

I met one of 
these double -life 


wives in London’s Tottenham 
Court-road. I was one of the 
many passing men she spoke 
to. She was middle-aged and 
not at all seductive. 


“Have you a flat?” I asked 
after her invitation. 

“No, but I know of a nice 
quiet piece of bomb site round 
the corner.” | 

“How about your home?” I 
asked. 

“J’m married,” she laughed. 
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My husband would kill me if 
1e found out. He thinks I work 
t a cafe.” 

I inquired what she did with 
rer “extra wages.” 

“T save them up. I’ve. got 


over three hundred quid now. 
My husband would go mad if 


e knew I'd earned that much 
—he can’t save a thing. My only 


worry is that I might get nicked 


—then there’d be trouble.” 
To safeguard against this she 


does not openly solicit. The first 
line of her invitation was: “Can 
you help me. please?”, an appeal 


hat halted most men. This way 


she had time to make sure 
that there were no_ police 
Officers watching and that the 
man did not look the type who 
would complain. 


IF SHE THOUGHT THERE 


WAS ANY DANGER — SHE 


VOULD MERELY ASK THE 


TIME, OR THE WAY TO A 
CERTAIN STREET. 


ET another wife, an 


| WY attractive brunette whose 
technigue was that of a 


call girl, told me frankly: “ My 
husband has no idea what I do. 
He is away a lot, and he does 


‘not earn enough for us to live 


as I feel we should. 


“I NOW EARN SO MUCH 
THAT MY HUSBAND THINKS 
I HAVE A PRIVATE INCOME. 
't all began with an affair I had 
while my husband was away, 
and I found out how easy it was 
to fool him.” 

She added that her customers 
were mainly regulars whom she 
visited. Contacts were made by 
phone in a girl friend’s flat. i 

“Some men seem to prefera _ 
married woman and will pay 
extra,” she said. “I’m still quite 
fond of my husband and my 
money helps him a lot. He's 
been able to buy a car since I 
started.” 
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HOW TO GIVE A LEI. 


The traditional and grace- 
ful way to give a lei, “‘Hawaiian 
style’’, is to place the garland 
gently around the neck of the re- 
cipient, accompanying the drap- 
ing with a kiss. At parties the 
host greets ‘‘wahine’’ guests 
and the hostess presents each 
‘‘kane’”’ guest witha lei. It is a 
warm and friendly prelude to any 
social occasion. 
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HE had never sus- 
pected that her 
husband could he 
so cruel. He had actu- 
ally taken her hy the 
Shoulders and shaken 


her until her hair flop- 


ped over her face and 
she thought her neck 
was going to break. 


_It was a shock to sud- 
denly realize that he 
might be one of those 
things—what did they call 
them ?—a schizophrenic— 
a Jekyll and Hyde per- 
sonality, one side of him 
Sugar-sweet and the other 
hideously cruel. 


This was the end. She de- 
cided to pack her bag and 
go back to mother. It was 
the only possible solution 
after the way he had in- 
sulted her—just because he 
had found his favourite pipe 
in the dustbin. How on earth 
had it got there? Perhaps 
the dog had done it. 

She had lost her temper and 
thrown her book at him. He had 
approached her stealthily, with 
a horrible, sadistic grin on his 
face, and—and assaulted her. 

Furiously, she flung a few 
things into her bag, jammed 
on her hat, 
draped her 
coat over her 
arm, stalked 
through the § 
Tron door, 
slammed it 
(just as he had 
qcdone ten 
minutes 
before), then 
wondered if 
she ought to 
write him one 
last note. Per- 
naps she 
ought. 


ACK she 
W € Ht 
a°¢ nn 6 


swept into her 
bedroom, took 
out her own 
pink -tinted 
headed note- 
paper and 
Scribbled a few 
lines: 
Bill Newsome, 

This is the 
end. Quite 
obviously we 
made a_ hor- 
rible mistake 
when we married. It is . better 
that we part now while we are 
still young. I am broken- 
hearted, but my love for you 
has vanished for ever. 

Please do not try to see me. 
I am going to my mother’s, 
47 Curzoi-street, Parkstaffe. 

Mary. 

She left the note on the 

dressing -table. then caught a 


my, 


again!” 


“She may be hoity, but j <.; 
she'll never see toity | Biil should be 


denly occurred to her that her 
mother might prove un- 
sympathetic. She was quite 
capable of saying that it was 
unwise to leave Bill like this. 

So she decided to stay in 
town for lunch, catch 
the late afternoon 
train—and then it 
would be almost time 
to go to bed when she 
arrived at her mother’s 
place. 


EAVING her bag 
L at the station, she 
walked in a daze 


around the shops, ate 
a hearty lunch (she 


had thought she = @ 
wouldn’t be able to face a 


thing), and .then went to see 
James Mason in a cruel, sadis- 
tic role that might have been 
an exact por- 
trayal of her 
own husband. 
When she 
came out of 
the cinema, 
she had two 
hours to spare. 
Why not go 
back home, 
hide in the 
bedroom, and 
watch what 
happened 
when Bill read 
her note? He 
- would  prob- 
5 ably collapse, 
3 stricken, into a 
chair. Serve 
him right! 
She went 
back to the 
house, and hid 
under the bed. 
By lifting up 
the.edge of the 
counterpane 
| she could see 
the note on the 
dressing - table. 


she’s hoity- 


home from 
work any 
minute. 

There he was now. She could 
hear his key in the lock. 


He came into the bedroom, 
holding something in his hand. 
Roses! Eagerly he glanced 
round the room, spotted the 
envelope on the dressing-table. 
and opened it. 


His back was towards her, so 
she raised the counterpane a@ 


bus to the station. But it sud- little higher in order to get a : 


6 


of remorse that would 
eae undoubtedly well up 


a 


good view of his reactions. He 
had finished reading the note. 
He would break down any 
minute now. He stood, gazing 
out of the window. as though 
preparing himself for the tide 


within him. 

But he didn’t break 
down. He reached for 
the notepaper, 
scribbled something, 
placed it in an enve- 


‘on the dressing-table. 
Then he went out into 
the hall. 

fe She heard him pick 
oo up the telephone and 
dial. “Hallo, that you, Bert?” 
His voice was not that of the 
broken-hearted lover. ‘ Fins— 
fine, thanks. never felt better. 
Yes. I can make it after all. 
Who d’say? 
... Oh, she’s the blonde, isn’t 
she? ... Right, see you in half 
an hour.” 

To think—to think that she 
had come back, only to be 
humiliated. The tears came. 
She wanted to sob, but he was 
back in the bedroom now and 


, 


The wife’s away. 


she couldn’t bear to humiliate} 


herself further by showing 
herself. 


Oh, how her back ached 
under that bed! 
getting a crick in her neck 
through trying to follow his 
movements about the room. He 
went into the bathroom, but 
left the door open. He turned 
on the water and sang lustily: 
“My baby went away and left 


me.” He bellowed the words {- 


with gusto. 


m™ Ba & came back, put on his 
@ome best suit, carefully 


2Ee brushed his hair, 
seaentenied his tie, and flicked 
the notes in his wallet. Then, 
brushing an imaginary speck of 
dust from his shoulder, he 
grabbed his hat, went out ‘and 
shut the door behind him. 


She waited till she heard him 
close the front door, then 
crawled stiffly from under the 
bed, breaking into a long- 
suppressed sob of misery. She 
went to the dressing-table and 
opened the enveiope. 

With trembling fingers she 
took out the note. On the paper 
he had scrawled five words: 
oo ARE UNDER THE 


lope and gioneee it up |. 


And she was f{. 
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OOK here!” said Elizabeth. 
“I don’t want to be an 
alarmist, but—but I’m practically 
certain I saw a rat, down the 


bottom of the 
morning.” 

She wasn’t being an alarmist. 
I'd known about the rat for at 
least three weeks. Naturally, 


garden _ this 


though, [’'d kept my knowledge 


from Elizabeth. The presence of 
a rat is one of the many things a 
wife instantly and unreasonably 
blames on her husband. I had 
hoped the rat would get tired of 
living in our garden, and quietly 
vanish to live with somebody 
else. 

“No! Did you, dear?” I said. 
“Well, I'm glad you told me. We 
must do something about it.” 

“Of course we must. There’s 
nothing quite so beastly as a rat 
about the place.” 

She was right. There is an 
implicit social disgrace about 
harbouring a rat. It turns one into 
a slum-type right away. 

“The important thing,” said 
Elizabeth, following my train of 
thought, “is to keep it from the 
Whites and the Carters.” 

“Perhaps it’s their rat,” I said. 
“Rither the Whites’ or the 
Carters’. Just visiting, you know.” 

Elizabeth brightened at this 
notion. Then she-became gloomy 
again. 

“I shouldn’t think so. It’s all 
the outside food that attracts rats. 
The Whites and the Carters never 
have any outside food.” 

“Nothing growing in their 
gardens, you mean?” I said, 
rather preening myself. 

“Oh, I don’t mean vegetables. 


_ The vegetables you grow wouldn’t 


tempt a starving locust.” 

“No, dear,” I agreed, ceasing to 
preen myself. She was right, 
again. 

“I mean the food we put out 
for Marco Polo. Granted he has 
an enormous appetite, but even a 
St. Bernard leaves left-overs.” 

“Very well, dear,” I said. “I 
will catch this rat.” 

“Oughtn’t we to call in the 
Municipal Rat-killer?” 

“Rodent Operative?” I cor- 
rected her. “Well—wouldn’t that 
rather be publishing our shame?’”’ 

“I know,” said Elizabeth un- 
happily. “But I believe you have 
to report rats—like aliens, you 
know—and the police have full 


powers to deal with you if you 
don’t.” 

“If I exterminate this rat forth- 
with,” I said grimly; “there won't 
be a rat to report, will there? The 
whole unsavoury affair will 
remain our secret.” 

“Not a trap!” pleaded Eliza- 
beth. “It—it kills them.” 

“Isn't that the idea?” 

“Yes, but not— but not-— 
well, couldn’t you kill it in a 
rather lethal way?” 

“Get this into your head,” I 
said. “There is nothing lovable 
about a rat. Cut sentiment right 
out.” 

Now that Elizabeth knew 
about thé rat, I'd come right out 
into the open. I collected an 
armoury of weapons—two walk- 
ing-sticks, the hoe, the D.D.T.- 
spray, an old butterfly-net and 
my hockey-stick—and went out 
grimly to track it down. I felt 
rather like a Goodie in a Western 
film—lI lacked only my white hat 
and my white horse. 

Elizabeth came wailing down 
the garden path after me. 

“Do be careful! Rats are 
frightfully dangerous when you 
corner them. You need proteciive 
clothing.” 

“Ym not afraid of a rat!” I 
laughed scornfully, and came 
back .into the house to put on 
protective clothing. 

Rubber-boots, leather gaunt- 
lets, and a scarf round my neck. 
Also, an old tin-helmet that had 
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belonged to Elizabeth back in her 
fire-watching days. 

Thus armed _  cap-a-pie, I 
scoured the garden for the rat. 
The rat—probably thoroughly 
alarmed—didn’t show himself. I 
stealthily stalked the  under- 
growth. No result. Growing bold, 
I lustily beat through the entire 
garden with one of the walking- 
sticks. I did not flush the rat. 
Elizabeth watched me admiringly 
from the scullery window. 

I came in for a tea-break, to let 
her admire me at closer quarters. 

“Do be careful!” she said 
again. 

“It’s only a rat,” I said non- 
chalantly. 

I went out again after tea. 

“Don’t, dear!” begged Eliza- 
beth. “It’s dark.” 

“Pooh!” I laughed. 

I. was indoors five minutes 
later. | 

“Forgotten something?” said 
Elizabeth. 

“It’s dark,” I said. 

But I kept after that rat. I 
stalked it for days. For weeks. 
Eventually, Elizabeth said deli- 
cately: “I’m sure you’re doing 
your best, dear. But wouldn’t a 
cat be better?” 

“We haven’t got a cat,” I said. 

“We could borrow one,’ she 
said. 

“That,” 1 reminded her, 
“would be publishing our shame.” 

“We could pretend it was just 
for mice.” 

“They'd guess. Anyway, we 


don’t know where to post the 
cat.” 

“Don’t you know where the rat 
lives?” 

“Not an idea. Looked every- 
where. Caught glimpses of the 
rat, now and again, but not 
where he lives.” 

“The cat would find out,” said 
Elizabeth. ‘‘That’s just what cats 
are best at.” 

I borrowed one from Robin- 
son. Robinson lives half a mile 
away. White and Carter both 
have cats, but I didn’t want them 
to suspect our guilty secret. _ 

I put the cat down at the 
bottom of the garden by the com- 
post heap, where I had last seen 


the rat. I stroked the cat 
encouragingly. ; 
“Good cat, then!” I said. 


“Watch it!” 

The cat looked at me scorn- 
fully, hoisted his hind-quarters 
over his head, and started to 
work out on his toes the shortest 
way home. 

I didn’t really expect results. 
But— 

When I unlocked the coal-shed 
next morning to fill the scuttles, 
there was the cat lying on folded 
arms, purring in a complacent 
manner. 

In front of him were the 
remains of the rat. 

I tore into Elizabeth and 
reported. : 

“Only thing is,” I finished, 
“how on earth did the cat get into 
the coal-shed? We lock it up every 
night.” 

“Oh—poor little cat!” she 
breathed. “I never dreamed the 


rat was in the coal-shed.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“Well, after all,” said Elizabeth 
reasonably, “it was a borrowed 
cat. Rats are frightfully 
dangerous. I'd never have for- 


given myself if anything had hap- 
pened to the Robinsons’ cat. 
That’s why I locked it up in the 
coal-shed last night—to be safe 
from that beastly great rat.” 


‘And across the road is our graduation class.” 
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Heard this one ? 


He was not only a bad golfer, 
he was a bad loser. The kind who 
always blames the caddy for 
giving him the wrong club. After 

7 : another atrocious shot he angrily 
Yes, it is a man impersonating a girl in famous Madame : : , sed Sa! ouiat er the daitet 
Arthur’s cabaret in Paris. - ' aly inthe woud? 


: “Oh no, sir,” replied the caddy 
WHERE THE “SHE'S” ARE “HE'S” IN PARIS oS, with a porient schile. “That sald 
Is it a disgrace to the fairest...yet naughtiest city? Is it, in 2. | 2 be too great a coincidence”. 
fact, unnatural? We leave that to the reader to decide. But oS Z 
at Madame Arthur, just off the Place Pigalle, the nightclub 
quarter of Paris, nearly 200 people...mainly men...crowd in 
every night paying only a surcharge on their drink bill, to 
witness a cabaret composed entirely of men! Thirty males, 
their ages ranging from twenty to forty, dress, make up and 
behave in their actions, songs and dances, as members of the 
opposite sex. Do they do it merely as an impersonation? Or 
is it for some more sinister reason? 
The only woman connected with the entire establishment is 
Madame Arthur herself, who opened the cabaret in 1946. The 
audience is, it is claimed, made up mostly of tourists from 
Spain and Italy, But some Parisians are regular frequenters of 
Arthur’s. One of the performers was a prisoner of war in 
Germany for five years. Another, incredibly enough, has a 
large family, 


Leaving his | Robert Francas puts on his blonde wig before completing his change. 


PARTY PAX 


UNUSUAL FUN PACKAGE 
POCKET SIZE CARTOON BOOKLETS 
@ALENDAB GIRLS 
FUN Gag carps = § 
“HOT-SHOT” SHEETS @ 


S MEMBERSHIP CARD 
Ano SPECIAL GIFT WITH 
BACH OROER. ALL THIS— 


PARTY PAX  ”. 0. Gex 1208 
DEPT. 14. — Hollywood 38, California 


Robert Francas of Casablanca, 22, arrives to the 9 
Members of the all-male cast prepare themselves as a female dance troupe. Dane Worth and Robert Francas put on their lips in the greenroom cabaret in which he impersonates a glamorous siren. 
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TS OKAY OFFICER, SHE'S A PROFESSIONAL MODEL, ~ 


Bs ERE, wait for me,” shouted 

Joe, and I looked back as I 
turned out of the gates of the 
works. 

“How about a quick snifter?” 
Joe suggested, falling into step 
beside me. 

I hesitated, looking at my watch. 
It was five past twelve on a Satur- 
day afternoon. We’d just knocked 
off. 

“Come on,” Joe said, “it’s been 
some time since we had one to- 
gether.” 

He was right there. We hadn’t 
seen Joe at any of the local pubs 
since he was supposed to have 
gone on the wagon. He was on 
the wagon by order of Mrs. Joe. 

I looked at him. He looked 
rather pathetic. A little geezer 
with a small trilby sitting very 
straight on his head and a rather 
sad expression. It was a charity 
to have a drink with Joe. He 
didn’t often get off the leash. 

“Okay,” I said. We turned into 
the ‘Red Lion’. 

“Two Scotches,” Joe ordered 
grandly. He was off the leash all 
right, and making the most of it. 

He sank his and smacked his 
lips delightedly. “I’ve got a couple 
of hours to kill,” he informed me. 
“I’m not going home. I’m meeting 
the missus by the clock in the 
Market Square at half-past two.” 

“Oh,” I nodded. 

“But if you should see her,” 
Joe said, “you needn’t say any- 
thing about me having a snifter.” 


I see the missus, and she don't 
twig a thing — not a perishing 
thing.” 

“That’s handy,’ I said. 

“Tll say it is,” Joe agreed. 
“Always carry a few in my pocket. 
Never without ’em.”” He downed 
his second Scotch, and rummaged 
in a pocket. “Here, I'll show you.” 

He produced a glass phial, and 
immediately his face changed. 
The smile was replaced by a look 
of horror. 

“Blimey,” Joe said, “the phial’s 
empty!” 

“That’s torn it,” I said. “You 
smell like a distillery and you’re 
meeting her at two-thirty.” 

“Just a minute, though,” Joe 
said. “You can get these in some 
of the pubs.” Somé of the colour 
had returned to his face as he 
summoned the barmaid. 

“You got any Breatho, ducks?” 
Joe asked. 

“No, you’ve taken all my 
breatho away, you handsome 
beast,” the barmaid said, giggling 
and showing a lot of large teeth. 

“Look, you dumb blonde,” Joe 
said, waving the phial at her: 
“I’m referring to these—Breatho 
Tablets.” 

“Oh, them,” the blonde snig- 

gered. “No—we don’t stock 
those. Used to. Not now.” 
- Joe looked anguished. He 
seized my sleeve. “Come on,” he 
said, ‘‘there’s a chemist over the 
road. He’il have them.” 


“Of course not,” I said. “Let’s 


have another.” I ordered up two 
more Scotches. 
‘I’m supposed to be a good boy 


nowadays,” Joe went on, with a 


mock-pious expression. “Little Joe 
never touches a drop. Anyway, 
that’s what she thinks.” 

Joe winked and I laughed. 

“Thanks to Breatho, she just 
don’t know a thing—not a thing,” 
Joe said. 

“Thanks to what?” I frowned. 


“Breatho,”’ Joe repeated. “The- 


Miracle Remover of Liquor- 
Breath. Twenty-five tablets for a 
bob—and worth a great deal 
more.” 

“Really?” 

“It doesn’t matter how much 
I’ve been drinking,” Joe said, 
looking over his shoulder art- 
fully. “All I’ve got to do is pop 
a Breathe in my mouth before 
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We visited the chemist. 

“Funny you should ask for 
Breatho,” the chemist smiled 
chattily. “A bloke bought some 
only this morning and we don’t 
often get asked for them.” 

“Very interesting,’ Joe said, 
“and now I'll take the Breatho.” 

“You won't,” the chemist 
chuckled, “we haven’t got any.” 

“What about the bloke who 
bought ’em this morning?” Joe 
pleaded irritably. 

“He had the last one,” the 
chemist said. “Funny, isn’t it?” 

“Side-splitting,” Joe said, and 
went pale again. 

“Never mind,” I reminded him 
when we got outside, “there are 
still the other pubs. There must 
be one pub that keeps them.” 

“There’d better be,’ Joe said 
wanly. 

We took ourselves to the ‘Hen 
and Chickens’. 

“We can’t just ask for Breatho,”’ 
I said. “The barmaid will natur- 
ally wonder where we got the 
smell that we’re trying to get rid 
of.” 

“Yeah,” Joe agreed worriedly. 

“Two Scotches,” I ordered. 

“Blimey, this is terrible,” Joe 
muttered. 

“Don’t worry, old man,” I said, 
patting his arm. “I’m just as con- 
cerned about this as you are. 
I’m in there pitching for you. 
We'll get some Breatho some- 
how.” 
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Scotches. “And some Breatho,” 
I smiled brightly. 

She looked at me blankly. 
“You can have water, soda, ginger 
ale, tonic...” she began. 

“No, no,” I said. ‘“Breatho 
Tablets.” 

“We got aspirins,” the barmaid 
told me. 

“T haven’t got a headache,” I 
said. 

“I have,” Joe murmured. 

“Look, I’m busy,” the girl said. 

Joe and I sank the Scotches 
quickly, and _ proceeded post 
haste to the ‘Queen’s Arms’. 

“Two Scotches,” Joe said. ““And 
some Breatho Tablets.” 

“We don’t keep those now,” 
the barman said. 

Joe and I sank the Scotches 
and made a slightly zig-zag course 
for the ‘Roebuck’. 

“Two Breatho’s,” I said blearily 
to the publican. 

“Two what?” he asked. 

“And a phial of whisky ‘tab- 
lets,” Joe muttered. 

“Shut up, Joe,” I said, and 
braced myself. “Bring us two 
Scotches, my good fellow,” I said 
in what I hoped was a clear reson- 
ant voice. “And some Breatho 
Tablets.” 

“Here’s the Scotch,” the pro- 
prietor said. “We’ve sold out of 
Breatho Tablets. You might get 
some at our other house, the 
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‘Green Dragon’. 

We sank the Scotches, and 
made good time to the ‘Green 
Dragon’ considering our condi- 
tion. 

The ‘Green Dragon’ actually 
had some Breatho Tablets. They 
also had some Scotch. Everybody 
had Scotch. 

Joe was a happy man for more 
reasons than one when we made 
our way to the Market Square. 
“Where did you say you were 
meeting her?” 

“By the clock,’ Joe beamed. 
“T hope.” 

He sat on the edge of the horse- 
trough, and I stuck around to see 
that he didn’t fall off. His hat was 
no longer sitting straight on his 
head, but rested on one ear. 

A grim and beefy woman was 
headed towards us. “I think your 
missus is approaching,” I said. 
“Swallow a Breatho.” 

“Right,” Joe said, and crammed 
a handful in his mouth. “Number 
one gun ready!” he announced, 
and giggled. 

Mrs. Joe looked at Joe with a 
steely expression. Then she looked 
at me. ‘“He’s drunk,” she said. 

“Don’t be silly,” I said, “smell 
his breath.” 

But Joe had fallen into the 
horse-trough. 

He didn’t move. 

I did. 
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“I liked that bit where he got the 
idea for getting rid of his wife 
from a film.” 
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FOR ADULTS ONLY 


THE Y’RE TERRIFIC! Brand new series 
of exclusive records. Racy dittles and gay 
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ART PHOTOS + BOX 17 
CULVER CITY 5. CALIFORNIA, DEPT. AJ-4 


‘HIS New Year of 1957 has 

started with something new— 
well, shall we say something 
slightly different—in the boxing 
world. It is the first year since 
1952 which has opened with a 
negro heavyweight champion. 


Before 1952 we had fifteen 
years of negro supremacy, dating 
from June, 1937, when Joe Louis 
wrested the world crown from the 
uncertain brow of James J. 
Braddock. 


Louis, a superb champion and 
the best of them all in the opinion 
of many experts, held the title 
until 1950, when he lost it to an- 
other negro, Jersey Joe Walcott, 
who in turn was beaten by Ezzard 
Charles the next year, Between 
them these three negro boxers 
disputed the world championship 
until Rocky Marciano came along 
to put the white race on top 
again. 

Rocky proved himself best of 
the bunch beyond all question by 
knocking out Louis, Walcott and 
Charles in that order. Next negro 
challenger of any consequence 
was Archie Moore, and Rocky 
knocked him out, too. There was 
no doubt that the white man was 
cock of the walk while Rocky 
was around. 


Time will tell 


But Rocky retired undefeated. 
Moore claimed his title, but did 
not hald the doubtful crown very 
long. Young Floyd Patterson put 
ageing Archie down for the count 
last month, and once again the 


world title has passed into the 


possession of a negro. 


Patterson is undoubtedly a very 
fine fighter. None but a great 
fighter could knock out Archie 
Moore. But how does he rate 
with the other tremendous black 
men who have held the world 
title before him? 


Can we compare Patterson with 
Joe Louis or Jack Johnson, the 
two greatest negroes of all time? 


Will he even stack up with such 


‘moderates’ as Jersey Joe Walcott 
or Ezzard Charles? Dare we 
mention him in the same breath 
as Sam Langford, Peter Jackson 
or Harry Wills, three formidable 
negro heavies who never won the 
world title? 
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Past Negro 


New Heavyweight Champion 


Only time can tell. At the 
moment, all we can say of Patter- 
son is that he is the best of a 
moderate bunch. Maybe he will 
develop into another Johnson or 
Louis . . . maybe. We must wait 
and see. 


Jack Johnson’s day 


What a wonderful chapter in 
boxing history was written by 
the great negro heavyweights of 
half a century ago. Just before 
the 1914 war the world heavy- 
weight situation was dominated 
by the greatest collection of big 
black men who have ever 
flourished at the same time. Jack 
Johnson, the gold-tooth smiler 
from Galveston, big, bald and 
cruel, was cock of the walk. Prob- 
ably the most perfect heavy- 
weight fighting machine of all 
time, regardless of colour, John- 
son strode the rings of the world 
like an ebony colossus. 


But hard on his heels was a 
whole cluster of tremendous 
negro heavies, all clamouring for 
a crack at Johnson’s crown. They 
were headed by Sam Langford, 


who died only last year, and just 


behind him came the famous 
‘Chocolate Twins’, Joe Jeannette 
and Sam McVey, both or either 
of whom might have been world 
champions in another generation. 


A good job for Patterson that 
he wasn’t around in that com- 


pany! 


The tar baby 


Sam _ Langford and Peter 
Jackson have both been described 
as ‘the greatest heavyweight who 
never won the championship’. Of 
Peter Jackson it is hard to speak 
with modern appraisement, for 
he flourished at the end of the 
bare-knuckle era, a last relic of 
the old prize ring. 


But Langford is nearer to our 
time. Men are still living who 
fought the immortal ‘Tar Baby’, 
and many more who saw the 
magic dynamite of his fists. Sam 
stood only five-feet-six, but his 
chest expansion was 47 inches 
and his outstretched arms spanned 
over six feet. When he fought 
Johnson, in a _ non-title fight, 
Langford gave away over two 
stone. Johnson won on points 
after a tremendous battle, but he 
would never meet Langford again. 


Boxers 


Sam’s recipe 


Langford was still fighting as 
an old man, and still beating the 
best. In 1922, when he was nearly 
forty, he knocked out Tiger 
Flowers, who was destined to 
become the world’s middleweight 
champion. Nearly ten years later, 
when he was almost totally blind, 
the old warrior was still at it, He 
used to say to his seconds, “Just 
point me at him and give me a 
shove ... then I'll hit him from 
memory.” 


It was Langford, the supremely 
economic craftsman of the ring, 
who coined the now classic 
recipe for winning fights: “First 
you make ’em lead, then you 
make ’em miss, then you knock 
"em out.” 


Black quartet 

Less well known to the modern 
fans, but one of the most illus- 
trious names in the long list. of 
negro heavies, was Sam McVey, 
‘the Coloured Globe Trotter’, 
who was the fourth member of 
the immortal Black Quartet. The 
other three, of course, were John- 
son, Langford and Joe Jeannette. 


He was born in California, but 
no American-born boxer ever 
fought fewer fights in his native 
land. Most of his greatest fights 
were fought in Europe, and the 
greatest of them all were his 
classic battles with Jeannette. 
These two were so formidable 
that few white heavies of their 
day could be induced to meet 
them, so they had to keep on 
fighting each other, usually in 


“There we were on his magic 
carpet, right over the desert— 
when he ran out of magic—” 


Paris, where Sam once ran up a 
string of thirteen consecutive 
wins, including twelve knock- 
outs. The man he didn’t knock 
out was his old indestructible 
rival, Jeannette. 


For 49 rounds 


Jeannette and McVey were such 
bitter rivals that once, having 
agreed to meet over twenty 
rounds, they insisted on continu- 
ing the fight ‘to a finish’. News- 
paper critics had hinted that the 
fight was a frame-up, but Sam 
and Joe carried on to the bitter 
end: just to prove that it wasn’t 
a phoney. 

The fight went to the forty- 
ninth round, a bitter and bloody 
contest all the way, but McVey 
was unable to rise from _ his 
corner for the fiftieth session. He 
had been floored twenty-seven 
times, and Jeannette was down 
nineteen times. 


Johnson’s tribute 


McVey was a_ hard-as-nails 
scrapper with an iron skull, Jean- 
nette, on the other hand, was an 
elegant boxer whom they called 
“The Master Strategist’. He fought 
McVey five times, Jack Johnson 
seven times, and Sam Langford 
fifteen times. So, even if he was 
elegant, Joe Jeannette was also 
tough . . . as tough as they come. 


Jack Johnson, who fought such . 


roughnecks as Bob Fitzsimmons, 
Frank Moran, Jim Jeffries, Phila- 
delphia Jack O’Brien, Joe Choyn- 
ski and Stanley Ketchell — all 
notable punchers and killers in 


their day—said, ‘Joe Jeannette. 


gave me the toughest fight I ever 
had.” And Joe was only an up- 
and-coming fighter when Johnson 
paid him that tribute. | 


Jeannette won one of his seven 
fghts against Johnson, who was 
disqualified in their second meet- 
ing. Is there any living heavy- 
weight today good enough to 
take on Johnson seven times, 
I wonder? 


Yes, they were the immortal 
Black Quartet, those four. In our 
time we have seen another Black 
Quartet—Louis, Walcott, Charles 
and now Patterson. Will any of 
them, barring Louis, live in his- 
tory as their negro predecessors 
have done? 

It is up to Patterson. We must 
wait and see. 
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6 ine thing I really hated as a 
4& junior repofter was getting 
landed with an evening job. 

In the first place I had to cut 
yet another date with Tessa, my 
little bundle of sweetmeat with 
the toffee-coloured hair. 


And in the second place, the 


job usually turned out to be 


something nobody else wanted to 
do, Like, for instance, ‘A Talk on 


Judo, by Miss Violet Pearmain. 


No charge for admission. Every- 
one welcome’. 

“Get a special interview with 
this Violet Pearmain,” my editor 
had instructed me. “See what 


makes her tick.” He wanted to 


know how everybody ticked; he 


‘should have been a_ watch- 


repairer. 

My first close-up impression of 
Violet Pearmain was of a blonde 
Amazon. Her vital statistics were 
of the sort calling for the twenty- 
one-inch television screen or 
something really cinemascopic at 
the local Granodeon. 

The typical Judo-girl, and yet 
astonishingly feminine in the way 
she peeped at one from under her 
bus-shelter eyelashes. 


' She gave me such a come-hither 


look when I got within touching 
distance of her that my tender 
young cheeks became softly suf- 
fused with a pink, like a raspberry 
blancmange. : 

“You don’t remember me, do 
you?” she said, flashing me a 


_ smile that was all lipstick and very 


large white teeth. 


“Remember you?” I countered, 
blinking at her. 


“T know you all right,” she said. 


“Sunnysands Holiday Camp, last | 


summer, You mean you've for- 
gotten little Vi?” 


Not so little, I thought, but 


unmistakably Vi. Or was it Di? 


The whole thing was floating 
back on my tide of memory, and 


I may have encouraged her with — 

my smile. After all, there is | 
_. always something of a common 
“bond between holiday camp © 


brethren whose paths cross in 
later years. 
“Now you come to mention it,” 
I told her, swallowing, “I do re- 
call you. But aren’t you Di?” 
“There, I knew you'd say that,” 
she pouted. “There were two of 


us—Vi and Di. Twin sisters. Now 
do you remember?” 

“Good heavens, yes—it all 
comes back,” I said. “I could 
never be absolutely sure whether 
I was with Vi or Di. And 
you’re Di.” 

“No, Vi,” said Vi. 

“Oh, yes,” I said with a ner- 
vous laugh. 

“You ought to rementber me, 
you know. You said you wanted 
to make a firm date with me after 
the holiday. You said we ought 
to swop addresses so that we 
could get in touch.” 

“I thought that was Di?” I 
faltered. 

“No, me,” Vi said. “And you 
just slipped away without saying 
goodbye, so ‘that you wouldn’t 
have to carry out your promise, 
didn’t you?” 

I cleared my throat and said: 
“How is Di?” Anything to change 
the subject. 

“Poor Di,” she said, shaking 
her head. “She’s in proper 
trouble right now. She set about 
a bobby.” 

“She did?” 

“Yeah — gave him a proper 
going-over. Poor lad had to have 
stitches. But that’s Di all over— 
just like me. We don’t know our 
own strength.” Her muscles 
rippled as she leaned across. 
“Amazing, isn’t it? Twin sisters. 


Spit image. Dressing alike, think- 


ing alike. Same weight and 
height. And the same quick 
temper.” 

“Extraordinary,” I frowned. 
“And what made your sister give 
this rozzer the old one-two?” 

“She was perfectly in her 
rights,” Vi stated emphatically. 
“I'd do the same thing in her 
place, being of the same tem- 
perament. It all started with her 
running into George.” 

“George?” 

“Yes, the fellow she met at the 
Sunnysands Holiday Camp last 
year. She ran into him just as ve 
run into you this evening. And, of 
course, she reminds him of what 
happened.” | 

“What did happen?” iI 
prompted. This wasn’t quite the 
sort of interview my editor was 
expecting. 

“Well, she reminded him of 


how they’d met at the camp, and 


how George had talked about 
making a date with her after the 
holiday, and how he’d then sloped 
off without another word. You 
can’t play that kind of game with 
girls who have spirit—girls like 


- Diand me.” 


“Well .. .” I began. 


“And this George says to her, 


‘Look, babe, if you’re trying to 
grab yourself some beefcake for a 
date tomorrow, go and explore 
some other avenue, because I’m 
out of circulation.’ Huffy like, 


see? As if Di was trying to make 
passes!” 

“So what happened?” I urged. 

‘Well, Di-sees red, like I would 
myself. I mean, getting the brush- 
off from this heel, like she was 
something contaminated. So she 
deals with this tramp in the way 
I'd have dealt with him myself.” 

“What did she do?” I asked in 
a thin, faraway voice. 

“She just tossed him through 
a plate-glass window,” Vi said 
simply. “And why not? But what 
happens? Some prodnose goes 
and fetches a cop. And, boy, was 
that cop a nasty piece of work!” 

There was a thin film of per- 
spiration on my upper lip. I took 
out a handkerchief and wiped it. 

“This rozzer started taking 
sides with George. It’s like men 
the world over, Sticking together. 
And, of course, Di got cheesed off 
with the whole thing. She can’t 
help that temper of hers any more 
than I can. The cop went through 


the window too, but I guess he 


had it coming to him.” 

“Dear me,” I murmured. 

“You think she wasn’t in her 
rights?” demanded Vi. 

“Oh, yes, sure, certainly, abso- 
lutely,” I said. 

“Mark you,” Vi added, “al- 
though Di acted in just the way 
I should have acted myself, it was 
a pity it all had to happen over 
such a trivial little thing.” 

“Quite,” I. nodded. 

“I mean,” she said, “just be- 
cause Di wanted this chap to date 
her up, as he’d promised he 
would, and then finds out he’s 
fixed up with some other wretched 
little blonde.” | 

“Not much to have all that fuss 
about,” I muttered. : 

“You think so?” Vi came back 
at me. “If George had done the 


decent thing and kept to his 


original promise to date Di, none 
of this need have happened. Not 
that I blame Di. As I say, I’d have 
done the same thing myself.” 
She suddenly flashed me that 
smile of hers—scarlet-lipped and 
toothsome, Her hand was on my 
arm, gripping it with the hold of 
an all-in wrestler. “I think we 


ought to meet tomorrow evening 


somewhere, don’t you? I hope 

you're not going to tell me that 

you’ve got another date?” 
“Who, me?” I said wanly. 


“Well, as a matter of fact... er, 


no, of course, not.” 

“After all, you did promise me 
that night at the holiday camp, 
didn’t you?” 

I swallowed and said: “To- 
morrow then—the flicks.” 

“Do you mean it?” Vi ex- 
claimed. “What a lovely sur- 
prise!” 

I felt that my little Tessa, bless 
her, would understand. Being a 
nurse, she knows what a horror I 
have of hospitals. 
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B ILL MANLY liked the Gallery 
Club for two reasons. 

He liked the furnishings of the 
lounges, and especially the pic- 
tures which almost covered the 
walls. He could study them for 


hours, because good pictures had- 


brought him joy ever since he 
was a kid. 

And when he wasn’t looking at 
the pictures, he was surrepti- 
tiously watching Peggy Brent. He 
had an eye for the beautiful and 
artistic. Peggy—a new waitress at 
the club—had a beauty and 
delicate grace that Bill Manly 
found a feast for the eye. 

Her raven-black hair coiled 
smokily about the long, slender 
neck, and her eyes had the 
darkness of laurel leaves. Her 
willowy body moved with a 
sinuous elegance. She recalled— 
Bill told himself — the sombre, 
smouldering beauty of a girl in 
a painting by an Italian master. 

Peggy knew that he liked to 
watch her. She had paused now 
and again in the vicinity of the 
well-built, good-looking clubman, 
giving him a chance to say some- 
thing. | 

But he never said anything. He 
seemed to withdraw into his shell 
in the presence of the opposite 
sex. Shy, maybe? A confirmed 


bachelor playing for safety? 
Who could say? 
“He seems to like nothing 


better than to stare at those 
pictures,” Peggy remarked to one 
of her colleagues, a waitress 
named Milly who specialized in 
supplying the ‘low down’—or any 
information she could pick up 
—on the club members. 

“Oh, well,” Milly said, “it’s his 
job—didn’t you know?” 

“What — pictures?” 
prompted. 

“Yes, he’s something to do 
with them,” Milly obliged in her 
fancy-you-not-knowing tone of 
voice. 

“An art dealer? — critic? — 
something like that?” fished 
Peggy. 

Milly despised herself for not 
knowing more about Bill Manly. 
But he had been a difficult sub- 
ject. It was so hard to establish 
just what he did. “Well, ’'m not 
absolutely sure what his connec- 
tion is—I only know he has 
something to do with pictures.” 

“IT see,’ Peggy murmured 
thoughtfully. 


Peggy 
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It provided the lead she 
wanted. If the dark good-looker 
with the retiring disposition 
wouldn’t open up and say some- 
thing, she would have to take 
the initiative herself. Previously, 
it had presented a problem. She 
hadn’t known what to say in order 
to spark off his interest. 

Okay, then. If his absorbing 
interest was the world of Gains- 
borough and Picasso, she knew 
just where she stood. 

In the privacy of her room, 
Peggy looked at her bookshelf. 
Romances chiefly. Sagas in the 
boy-meets-girl bracket. In all 
these stories, the girls showed 
tremendous ingenuity in arousing 
a man’s interest. Of course, it was 
the girl-—not the man— who 
really did the hunting. A girl had 
to plan and work if she wanted 
to end up with a particular: man’s 
arms around her. 

She knew she would have to 
study art. She would have to 
know enough about pictures to be 
able to talk authoritatively about 
them. If that didn’t draw him out 
of his shell, nothing would. 

Peggy looked at her watch. An 
hour before the library closed. 
She had three tickets. And the 
library housed a whole section 
on Art. What was she waiting 
for? She quickly donned her hat 
and coat. 

For a whole week she immersed 
herself in Rembrandt and Matisse, 


One of New York‘s 
top models, Lorna 
Massey, is always 
in great demand by 
photographers for 
she is also a popu- 

lar cover girl. 


in Vandyck and Munnings, fall- 
ing asleep over her books in the 
small hours or trying to read in 
the rush-hour crowded tube 
train. For Peggy Brent was 
nothing if not thorough. 

And then came the moment 
when she launched her attack. 

As he looked with particular 
admiration at a picture of a 


Venetian canal hanging above 
the club lounge fireplace, she said 
matter-of-factly : 

“I don’t think anyone has quite 
captured the style of Petronelli, 
unless perhaps it’s the modern 
school of Van Groot.” 


Bill Manly gave her .a long 
hard look. The fact that his lower 
lip dropped at least an inch told 
Peggy that the desired effect had 
been achieved. He would know 
now that she was not merely 
composed of a beautiful face and 
a desirable figure. She had un- 
usual intelligence, too. She knew 
about pictures. 


She quickly followed up. her’ ~ 


advantage. All the knowledge she 
had carefully stored up in her 
wearisome nocturnal studies came 
flowing from her like a_ well- 
learned stage part. He just sat 


: : ae se 
earns oie aie bree ee 
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listening, looking more and. more 
surprised; stunned, even. __ 
“Gee,” he murmured at length, 


“you sure can talk about 
pictures.” | 
“I... .DPve always found, them 


so fascinating,” she said, the ~ 


satin of her cheeks flushed rosily. 

He paused, staring at her. 
“And ... and you don't want 
to talk about anything else?” 

“Well .. .” her mouth curled 
in a provocative smile “. . . we 

. . we don’t know each other 
enough to talk about anything 
else, do we?” 

“That could be remedied,” Bill 
Manly said. “Does the idea of 
having dinner with a guy strike 
a waitress as a sort of busman’s 
holiday?” 

“On the contrary,” she told him. 
Intuition informed her that Bill 
Manly’s expression was not that 
of a wolf. He had all the ear- 
marks of a man experiencing the 
pangs of love. 

During their first dinner to- 
gether, he didn’t have much to 
say about himself. He seemed 
content to listen while she dis- 
coursed knowledgeably on the 
subject of pictures. 

Later, at a night-spot, when he 
led her on to the floor for a slow 
fox-trot, he let his cheek tenta- 
tively touch hers, and allowed it 
to remain there. After a short 
silence, he said: 

“You sure are beautiful. I sup- 
pose your ambition is to act in 
the movies?” 

Her hair bounced against his 
face as she shook her head. “I 


’” You might have told me you were putting up Mrs. 
Fosby in our bed for the night ! ” 


things .. . 


never even thought about it.” 
Another silence, and he said: 
“Don't you want to ask me if I 


ever met Gregory Peck or Robert © 


Mitchum?” 
“Of course not,” she laughed. 
“Don’t you want to know if I 
was ever entertained by Marilyn 
Monroe or Rita Hayworth?” 


“Look, Mr. Manly—er—Bill— 
you seem to have a wrong concep- 
tion of the kind of girl I am,” 
she answered. 

“No,” he said, “I know the 
kind of girl you are. You’re quite 
different from any other girl I 
ever met. That’s why I’ve taken 
you out tonight, and why [’m 
going to keep on taking you out 
if you'll come .. .” 


‘You see,” he went on, “every 
girl I ever met wanted me to talk 


about film stars I'd met. Or else. 


she wanted me to get her a film 
test. It happens the moment she 
finds out I’m something to do 
with pictures.” 

Peggy’s heart turned a somer- 
sault. So he was something to do 
with pictures, but Milly had got 
it wrong. He was in the movie 
business. The movies! She trod 
on his foot and stammered: 
“Oh . . . s-sorry!” 


“That’s why you're so refresh- 


ingly different,” he murmured. 


“You must have known all about 
me, but you talked about other 


instance.” 

‘She stifled a desire to laugh. 
‘*Ye-es,” she said. “I... I’m so 
glad you ‘hink I’m different.” 


about Art, for 
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“YOU'RE SILLY TO JUMP AT THE FIRST 
MAN WHO COMES ALONG.” 
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According to some twenty-five women— 


seven famous and eighteen anonymous 


HATE MEN. 


I can’t abide ’em even now and then... 

Of all the types I’ve ever met within our 
democracy, 

I hate the most the athlete with his manner bold 
and brassy. 

He may have hair upon his chest, but, sister, so 
has Lassie... 

Oh, I hate men! 


—Sung by Patricia Morison in “‘Kiss Me, Kate.”’ 


They prefer their women to be just bright 
enough to realise what bright people they are. 


—Zsa Zsa Gabor. 


. . . that deep seated desire, not so much that 
she shall be inferior as that he shall be superior, 
which plants him wherever one looks, not 
only in front of the arts, but barring the way 
to politics, too, even when the risk to him- 


‘self seems infinitesimal and the suppliant 


humble and devoted.. . 
—Virginia Woolf in ‘‘A Room of One’s 
Own.”’ 


You know how little boys teeter along 
a fence shouting ‘Lookit, lookit!’—before 
they fall off? Well, those boys grow taller 
and their voices get deeper, but not much 
more maturing takes place. 


—Writer, Elaine Whitehill. 


And this js the sum of a lasting love: 
scratch a lover, and find a foe. 


—Dorothy Parker. 


Nothing irritates a woman more than to 
see her husband admire in another woman 
the clothes and behaviour which he criticises 
in her case. 


—Simone de Beauvoir in“ The Second Sex.” 


. . . despite the fact that man is a 
predatory beast with the inherent cruelty of 
a small boy and the emotional stability of 
a weather cock . . . despite all that can be 
said against him—he is nevertheless better 
than anything else yet created or invented 
for the pleasure of a woman. 


-—Nina Farewell in ‘‘The Unfair Sex.”’ 


The battle between the 
sexes always has been a 
one-way war. In libraries 
and museums there’s 
hardly a line from man’s 
adversary. To help right 
the balance of power, 
‘‘Everybody’s”’ scans the 
literary output of women 
past and present, and 
interviews others—from 
teenagers to divorcees 


They’re forever trying to prove their mascu- 
linity—boldly spurning umbrellas and overshoes, 
swimming in December, playing tennis in a heat- 
wave, snoring all night. 


Men are miserable creatures—but what’s the 
alternative? 


What’s wrong with men is that they’re not 
fascinated by women—and when one of them is, 
he’s invariably a rat. 


What I hate most about men is that they’re 
married. 


There’s not a man alive who really understands 
a woman. The best you can hope for in marriage 
is the calm atmosphere of cold war. 
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“They never marry the types of women they really 
dream about—but spend thirty years ogling them” 


What I dislike about men is their dullness when 
they are ‘good husbands’—and their dissoluteness 
when they’re not. 


The very things they dote on in courtship, they 
spend their lives reforming in marriage. 


What I dislike about men is that it’s just as 
intolerable to live without them as to live with 
them. 


I hate the old Gentlemen-Prefer-Blondes-But- 
Marry-Brunettes routine. They never marry the 
types of women they really dream about—but spend 
the next thirty years ogling them. 


I hate the masculine language which des- 


cribes a wife as ‘little woman,’ or worse, as 
the ‘old lady.’ 


Man is notoriously indiscriminating, 
demanding no more of his partner than that 
she be a female. 


I hate the way they boast about their 
superior memory—and the truth is they only 
remember such superficial things as house 
keys, bank books and income taxes. 


I hate their everlasting over-emphasis on 
statistical proof of their creative prowess in 
the arts, just because they’re frustrated at not 
being mothers. 


I hate the stereotyped ways in which 
men hate women. 


I hate having to impersonate a mirror in 
a fun house—always reflecting a man’s 
giant image of himself. 


Man does not live by bread alone—he 
needs heaping portions of praise and flattery. 
Really, a man doesn’t want a woman—he 
wants an applause machine. 


Men are little bantams! For. all their 
show of independence, they’re dependent on 
us. 


Men? Babies! They call marriage a 
‘ball and chain’ but they cling to their wives’ 
apron strings. 
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Join our ‘‘Special’’ Club and receive entertain- 
ing 8MM and 16MM Movies featuring famous 
dancers and models from Hollywood, New 
York, Paris, Italy and many other exotic lands. 
These are not ordinary films! Only the best, 
the very best, are released three or four times 
a year. Check your projector size. Mail coupon. 
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“Best man- 
ual to give.” 
— Ohio State 
Medical 
Journal 


8MM 50 FT. B & W FILMS ONLY $1.50 
16MM 100 FT. B & W FILMS ONLY $5.00 
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| VARIETY MOVIE CLUB, INC. DEPT. NK-7 
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I’m ready to go on my date— 


If husbands only knew 
how much they are miss- 
ing they would not wait 
another moment to read 
‘“‘Sex Life in Marriage.’’ 
Many men (even those 
who have been married 
a long time) don’t get 
half the delight because 
they don’t know the 
knack. of sexual inter- 
course! 


WHO IS TO 


BLAME? 

But this is not all. 
What of the wife? In 
all- too- many cases she 
is cheated out of her sex 
rights. The sex act be- 
comes a ‘one-sided affair. 
The husband thinks his 
wife is at fault. The wife 
thinks her husband is to 
blame. The marriage it- 
self is in danger! 


TELLS WHAT TO 


DO AND HOW 


_ Actually, both must 

learn exactly what to do 
before, during, and after 
sexual intercourse. In 
“Sex Life in Marriage,’’ 
Dr. O. M. Butterfield 
gives detailed directions 
to both husband and wife. 

Using plain words, this 
famous Marriage Coun- 
sellor tells what must be 
done, and what must not 
be done! The ‘‘Secrets’’ 
of sex life are clearly 
revealed, husband and 
wife fall in love anew— 
the home is held to- 
gether! Worry and anxi- 
ety disappear. 

Sex mastery replaces 
doubt. Married life be- 
comes doubly delightful 
because the joys of mar- 
riage are shared by both! 


MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE 


Mail coupon for 5 
days’ free reading of 
‘“‘Sex Life in Marriage.”’ 
If not delighted, return 
it. You do not: risk .a 
penny! Mail coupon now! 
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When Husband and Wife 
Cannot Keep Pace 
Frequency of Intercourse 
The Right to Refuse 
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SEX CHARTS AND EXPLANATIONS 
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Male Reproductive Cell, front and side views. 
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Box 2589, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Please enroll me as a member of your new ‘‘Special’’ Club. 
Before you send me any films, you will send an ADVANCE 
NOTICE, by first class letter mail, fully illustrating or 
describing the movies — and | have the right to return 
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A clever cameraman sneaked ACTION SHOTS of 
Models performing for an ART FILM. As many as 
five in each startling scene. Every Art Model 
be-au-ti-ful, figure-perfect. 

[] Set of 8 actual ACTION PHOTOS — only $2.00 


Marvelous MOVIE VUER 


With this marvelous little machine, you 
can see, study and show all types of 8mm. 


fil anywhere. 
ee SPECIAL LO-PRICE $3.75 


For Vuer 
Check Here [_] 


extra large 9” x 7” 
Studies of Sensa- 
tional Models 
Only 
$1.00 


Most UNUSUAL Films 


EVER MADE! for your Projector or Vuer. 
[] “STRANGE TALE!”’ Hollywood's shapeliest 

ART MODEL Thelma Monterey In a4 daring 

movie. - 
[] “BATTLE OF THE RUNWAY QUEENS”. 

Filmed, special, in naughty New Orleans. 

“HOW FEMALES WIN BEAUTY CONTESTS”. 

Shows EVERYTHING! 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICES!! 


Each film: 8mm. - only $1.75; 16mm. - only 
$4.00; Sound - only $5.00. 


The fabulous 


[] Set of 8 Glossy 4 x S Photos $2.00. 
[] Set of 5 Full Color Slides $2.00 
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‘Then had another employer who 
used to get me working late at 
nights, lock the office door and—.”’ 
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+1—ARTIST’S STUDIO 
32—PRIVATE BEACH 


strip and 
entire listings or $1.00 for 
special home viewer and com- 
plete selection of sample strips 


_and literature. 


ESQUIRE FILMS 


Box 616) Dept. Bridgeport, Conn. 


AT PRICES YOU WOULD PAY FOR PLAIN BLACK AND WHITE! 


Nov available, new and exciting storiettes with the 
loveliest of lovely exotic models, all performing the way 
you really want to see them. Best of all, they‘re 
PHOTOGRAPHED IN BLAZING “TRUE-TO LIFE’ FULL 
COLOR. 


PRIVATE SHOWING UNDRESSED REHEARSAL 


and many, many more! 


8mm -— 50 ft.- $6.00 1é6mm—100 f1.- $11.00 


Send $1.00 for COLOR sample strip and 
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listings. 
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LEARN TO DRAW WITH OUR UNRETOUCHED FEMALE FIG- 
URE STUDIES POSED BY LEADING ARTISTS’ MODELS! 


The female figure is considered the basic key 
of learning to draw! Now, by using our - 
a UY (ESU RI Oe in a wide selection 
of MOVIES, and COLOR SLIDES, you . 
will have practical working material for your 
own personal study and reference use. The 
models are pictured exactly as they would 
pose in any art school, egbling you to study 
every possible angle of the temale figure. 
ART M 
1—8mm-—50 ft.—$5.5 1—16mm—100 ft. $11.00 


3—8mm films — $15.00 3-—16mm films — $30.0 
6—8mm films — $27.00 6—16mm films — $54.0 


ART PHOTOS ART COLOR SLIDES 


1 set—(8-4 x 5)—$3.00 1 set—(5-2 x 2)—$3.50 
3 sets—(24-4 x 5)—$8.00 3 sets—(15-2 x 2)--$9.00 
6 sets—(48-4x5) $15.00 6 sets—(30-2 x 2)—$15.00 


Each set of movies, photos & slides is different! - 


THE MASTER’S STUDIO OF ART 
41 UNION SQUARE WEST Dept. 42 NEW YORK 3, N.Y 


FOR AN ACTUAL SAMPLE OF OUR FIGURE STUDIES 
PLUS AN ILLUMINATING BROCHURE, SEND 50¢ TO 
COVER COST OF HANDLING AND POSTAGE. 


Pert, provocative and Parisian is Suzy Gaye. She’s 
just 22, has saucy black eyes and a head topped 
by rich, black hair. Suzy stands a petite 5' 3" and 
with a little help will press the scales down to 
just about 109 pounds. 23 


DIFFERENT = UNUSUAL  TITILLATING * 


one MOVIES as 


FREE 


10 DAY TRIAL! 


Yes, as a member of Feature Movie Club, approximately every 
month, you'll receive a brand new movie, ABSOLUTELY FREE, |. 
ona 10 day trial basis. To become a member, fill in the special 
order coupon below and mail it together with your remittance 
of Cash, Check or Money Order. Upon receipt, we wiil shi 

ou not one... not two... but THREE movies in the plan of 
your choice PLUS all the illustrated literature that will get you 
started in our unique and different Movie Club. Don't delay 


_. . for hours and hours of REAL MOVIE ENJOYMENT, fill in 
the coupon below and mail it TODAY! 
: ; 599 


3 -50 ft. 8mm Movies for onlv 
THREE PLANS TO CHOOSE FROM! 


PLAN A ADULT FILMS for those who want. 3 -100 ft. 16mm Movies for only $1479 


nd appreciate exciting ... daring ... and differenta er Ss ————— 
films. 5 


2 *FEATURE MOVIE CLUB — Dept. 17) Dele ae 
PLAN B—FAMILY FILMS — entertgining features ABBY Broadway, New York 1, N. Y. 


for the entire family. 


ewe aaa 


'} want to become a member of your Movie Club! For my initial order, 
PLAN C—CHILDREN’S FILMS —specic!|ly PERS ee movies in the plan and size | indicated belo 
selected subjects for the youngsters. ifpLus all of your illustrated literature. | also understand that | ma 


“cancel my membership at any time without any obligation on m 
nF YOU DON’T HAVE | port whatsoever! 
A MOVIE PROJECTOR ! ENCLOSED iS () CASH, [] CHECK, []) MONEY ORDER 
You don’t need an expen- ; [] SHIP C.O.D. (Postage and handling fees are extra) 
sive projector to view 8mm ! (NO C.O.D. TO CANADA, A.P.O., F.P.O. or FOREIGN.) 
movies. Order the new 
8mm Movie Viewer and 
see sparkling life-like films 
in fast or slow- 


[_] 3—100 ft. 16 mm films for only $14.99 
[] 1—Deluxe Movie Viewer (8mm only for $5.95) 


| WANT [] A PLAN (Adult), [] B PLAN (Family), (] C PLAN (Childres 
(Adult Films available only to those over 21 years) 
AIAG Sy es ee ees f : PACH? _AGE 


ADDRESS. ..... Vole eed Aa Aaa ia nde Ue 
io ee ig ener ae ong Beli eaves ys Cueaggy 49), | SRR DY ALE 
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FEATURE MOVIE CLUB 


1180 Broadway—Dept.77, N.Y. 1, N.Y. 
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“How about starting our own nursery ? ’”” 
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[] 3—50 ft. 8mm films for only $5.99 H 
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“Keep 
if 
well-fed, 


young 
and healthy’’ 


BETTER HAIR 
THRU BODY CHEMISTRY 


. . « a completely different plan of hair stimulation 


Every hair that ever grew on the 
head of any man or woman, got 
every particle of its substance in 
only one way — from the blood 
stream. Massage of the scalp will 


usually increase the 
circulation of blood 
there. But this means 4H 
more hair only if the 
blood stream is car- 
rying the right haur- 
building materials.  "**$ 


Two kinds of hair- he! 
building materials are now 


(1) Hair foods, such as c 


and (2) Controllers of the hair 


foods — organic catalysts, 


from certain vitamins, iodine, etc. 


The CY-BEX formula contains 
both kinds: in fact it has almost the 
entire list (except sex hormones) 


Inactive 


of the most important hair-build- 

ing substances known today. 
Research scientists have proved 
that these substances can stimu- 
late the growth of hair even when 
used separately.* 


Combined in the CY-BEX 
ate formula, they have con- 
sistently benefitted near- 
ly 70 per cent of all 
known users — some 
slightly, some markedly, 


some really spectacular- 
not there ly. , 


here atl) 


known: 
ysteine, 


Users of this natural method of hair improve- 
ment, both men and women, have reported 
one or more of these benefits: 

(1) New hair on bald or thin areas. 


(2) More ‘‘life’’ (slight coarsening) in hair that 
had become too fine. : 


(3) Prompt reduction of falling hair. 


(4) Increased waviness for those who already 
had some tendency toward a wave. 


(5) Feeling of well-being, livelier health and 
energy. 


formed 


NO TROUBLESOME, TIME-CONSUMING ROUTINE. NO EXPENSIVE 


OFFICE CALLS. Your own family need not know the special potency 


of your vitamin-plus ca 


BALDING TREND NOW 


Dr. E. F. Barrows, member of the 
science staff at one of the Oregon 
state colleaes, is the originator of 
the CY-BEX formula. A feature arti- 
cle on his early research work ap- 
peared in the Oregon Journal of 
October 19, 1952, under the head- 
line ‘Professor's Project Uncovers 
Hair Aid’’. Now his improved and 
carefully tested product is ready 
for nation-wide use. 


Guarantee. Altho we cannot yet 
promise greater hair growth to 
every user of CY-BEX, we do guar- 
antee that if for any reason you are 
not fully satisfied with your very 
first bottle-full, you may, within one 
year of purchase, return the empty 
bottle and we will promptly refund 
your money. We have great confi- 
dence in our product, 


psules, unless you tell them. STOP THAT 
BEFORE IT GETS MORE SERIOUS! 


*References: Taken from the 
on the growth of hair caused by these ingredients—quo- 
tations with exact page references from Physiological 
Reviews. Science, Journal of Biological Chemistry and 
other scientific publications will be sent free if requested, 
along with further suggestions for care of hair. Or if you 
prefer that all mention of the hair-stimulating qualities 
of these vitamin-plus capsules be omitted from the pack- 
age, please so indicate. 


' BASIC REMEDIES, 140 N. Echols St.. Dept. ZT-| 
} Monmouth, Oregon | 


| Rush me postpaid 150 CY-BEX capsules (5 months’ supply). 
(1 I enclose $4.50 in full payment. - . Or 
1 (I enclose 30c (stamps or coin)—send C.O.D. 


[1 Send free other suggestions for care of hair, which 
i vitamins io avoid, and quotations from the technical 
journals. 


Address..........05. Mendeacceseececeeseseeses ee eccencesercerevcevecscseuceeroncseccescouessseseaecesroceee 


ublished research papers . 


‘’ Does she fill the bill ? 
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‘If you refuse me, I shall 
out of the river !”’ 


, like most virile men, cannot ‘wait’ for your wife 
Da your climax comes too fast, leaving her en 
and frustrated—-then you should use remarkable CUL- 
MINAL. This harmless Cream delays the climax, Ne 
longs the union and pleasure, satisfies the wife. She ‘opi 
never know that it is being used, and she'll love you tg 
the thrilling ecstacy you'll evoke in her. Each ne es 
ample for 30 applications, only $3.00 prepaid or aie ; 
C OD (including all charges). Sent sealed and mart = 
‘Personal’ with full instructions on 20-day sepalapepts 
guarantee. Don’t miss the supreme Joy. Order NC ! 
CULMINAL, Inc., Dept. 15 Box 8, Union City, N.J. 


No Letter Needed! Just send this ad with your full address. 
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LILI ST. CYR 


TRIP PHOTOS 


i best! Rare 
ili at her beautiful 
sity photos actually in coast 
takes you from staal ii : oe 
Flip each photo and see ne 


1 No fair peek- 
formance Proere’*" tart from the 


4 watch Lili 0, wow! 


’ Sensational Intro- $7 00 


ductory Offer (no COD's or 


ing at the end... 


beginning an 


TROJANCO, P.O. Box 46977 
Los Angetes 46, California 


ILLUSTRATED COMIG BOOKLETS 


THE KIND ADULTS WANT 


HILARIOUS SITUATIONS, LUSTY SCENES 
30 THRILL PACKED BOOKLETS, ONLY $1.00 


Sent Postpaid in Plain Sealed Envelope, No c.0.D. 


ROYCO, Box 584, Miami Beach 39, Florida 
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vie Club Guild! 
Compare These Big Advantages! 
cant “1 © “Try Before You Buy” Plan. You b 
: ; U ly af 
you've SEEN film, and decide you ean ve KEEP them. - 


° pe elena “Trade-In” Film Plan. Trade old ied 
ilms for new, at one third usual cost. So 


‘ © Guaranteed L i w Fil : 
owest Prices. Save up to 50% on New Film. , 


THIS $7.50 VALUE GIFT! 


8m™m MELTON VIEWER PROJECTOR 

; dessa ny 50 ft. 8MM Film, 

ee gives bright, clear pict ; 
ae ae | SLOW OR STOP MOTION. 


OK Choice of Three sparkling , 


ise wo sensa- 


NOW! 100 Brand 


formed figure 


| collection 


le body available to | 
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of creative art 
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ORDER NOW! SUPPLY LIMITED. $0 
Reg. $3-50 value Only 


8 OR 16MM Si lll 
FILM ONLY Y le 


“HOLLYWOOD MODELS ON PARADE” 


Now —the most SENSATIONAL offer ever mad 
to home movie fans and film collectors. We'll 
send you a sparkling, exciting film — with Holl 
wood's loveliest showgirls and models —for le: 
our cost! Just specify & or |6mm, enclose $ 
(No C.O.D.'s please.) If you don't agree fil 
worth 5 times the price, just send it back 
prompt, full refund. 


Order now - offer limited! 
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Tamara Reese has been, by turn, a 
limp-wristed youth with an unnatural 
desire to don sister’s clothing, a minc- 
ing adolescent with odd _ inclinations, 
a daring and even heroic paratrooper 
and lastly the freakish result of an- 
other Denmark slice ala Christine Jor- 
genson. In nis, her, it or “‘thing’s’”’ new 
role as a wife, a prospective “mother,” 
a strip teaser, a sex lecturer and dubi- 
ous scratch-house burlesque performer, 
the “thing’’ created by the scalpel 
has also figured in divorce, bad-check 
charges and has absconded with 
monies advanced by too trusting 
friends and other idiots. In the first 
chapter of “it’s” book, which began 
in the last TOMCAT, “it” describes 
“it’s” early youth, “it’s” unawakened 
yen for womanhood and finally the 
beginnings of ‘it’s’ war experiences. 
You carry on now in the knowledge 
that you not only know what has gone 
on before but that you really haven’t 
missed a damn thing. When you get 
to the description of the operation, 
however, which will be in concluding 
chapters to be printed in our next— 
then you are in for a sort of horrified 
surprise. Incidentally, the pictures at 
the bottom of page 39 show you how 
Tamara appeared with her “husband” 
and how she now looks as she saunters 
down the street—to all intents a wo- 


man but as for the purpose—well, 
boys will be girls and not since Nero’s 
day has the razor’s edge been so popu- 
Jar! 

Just by way of getting better aqu- 
ainted, did you know that TOMCAT 
is the fastest growing magazine in the 
history of the periodical business and 
that it has been a “sell-out” every- 
where? This statement is calculated 
to advise that it is, indeed, not only 
sensible but imperative that you order 
your copy, from your dealer, in adv- 
ance. | 

And, while bragging about our- 
selves, we might also point out three 
other publications in our field which 
are the absolute epitome in zip, fun, 
frolic, frivolity and femininity. PLAY- 
GIRL, DAZZLE and HOLLYWOOD 
CONFIDENTIAL, a trio of non-tripe 
tribunes designed to give you cats 
something to yowl about. 

NEXT MONTH: Photos by George 
Boardman, William C. Thomas, 
Charley Mertins, Keith Bernard, Max- 
well, Cooper and others. Stories by 
the top tale tellers and cartoons by 
Hagglund, Wienert, Troop and others 
in the pen and ink division who posess 
that certain knack not so noticeable 
in competitive pages. All in all and to 
sum up: the girl will be gay and gre- 
garious with unconcealed attributes, 


dimensions or whatever you want to 
call them. The stories will be spicy 
with all taint of filth absent and the 
drawings will give you not a giggle 
but a good hearty guffaw—and that’s 
a promise cats, so do dig us. eh? 


The insouciant bachelor owned a 
parrot which began to annoy him by 
taunting fair visitor’s to the rogues’ 
den—come to observe his etchings 
(which they were just “etching” to 
do). The inconsiderate bird would 
squawk, at first sight of a quail: ‘‘Oh, 
ho—yer gonna get it—yer gonna get 
it!” Disgusted with this interference 
the bachelor decided that maybe if the 
parrot had a mate it might leave him 
alone. 

So, he went to a pet store, deter- 
mined to buy a Polly. However, all 
that the proprietor had in stock was 
one female owl which the gay-blade 
bought on the “any port in a storm 
theory.” That night with the parrot 
and the owl caged together, our man 
about town arived with a particularly 
lovely lass and needless to say his hopes 
and other things were high. However, 
the parrot immediately screamed as 
usual, “Ho-ho—yer gonna get it, yer 
gonna get it!” The owl said “Hoo?” 
The parrot indignantly cried, ‘Not 
you—you flat headed son of ab - - - !” 
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“REBORN” 


From our first objective we moved to the town of Nijmegen 
which is located on the border between Holland and Germany. 
The natural boundary being the Waal River which is a tribu- 
tary of the Rhine. It was our objective to secure a large bridge 
connecting Holland and Germany across this river. The idea 
being that our tank units coming from behind would be able 
to cross this river and drive directly into Northern Germany, 
thus forming a pincer movement and terminating the war at 
a much earlier date. Here the fighting became most severe and 
it was designated of my unit to spearhead the crossing of this 
river in canvas boats and assault the Germans then strongly 
entrenched in the dikes on the other side. 


It should be mentioned that this river is so swift and cold 
all year that it is almost an impossibility to swim it. Add to this 
the problem that a fully equipped soldier is carrying a mini- 
mum of between 50 and 80 lbs. of equipment. With very little 
support we launched our boats and inasmuch as I was a party 
of the communication team, my boat was the first in the water. 


At the beginning of the crossing we had in our possession 
16 of these boats. As was depicted in newsreels shown in this 
country, the Germans made an all out effort with artillery 
in an effort to prevent our reaching the opposite river bank. 
I recall the extreme fear which I experienced and I am sure 
that my feelings were shared by every other man in our party. 
The bullets were flying about us like angry bees and the shells 
were bursting overhead by the second. There was no protection 
of any type to be had. . 


Upon landing on the other side we realized that there re- 
mained only 8 boats from the original 16 and these departed 
for the next wave of men. Of course we were rather busy trying 
to keep from being driven back into the river, but I can’t begin 
to tell anyone of the forlorn feeling it gave me to see those boats 
going sone across the river leaving us nowhere to go but ahead 
if we could. 


At a signal from our officer we started across the open 
ground between the river and the’ dike where the Germans 
were entrenched. Ray was by my side and was helping me carry 
and operate the radio as we advanced. We were continuously 
being forced to flatten ourselves on the ground as the machine 
guns would rake our front, then up and on again. It was just 
after one of these that we got to our feet to go on again when 
with a roar followed by a blinding blast we were swept off our 
feet. 


For a few minutes I was dazed but as my senses slowly 
returned I explored myself to see if I had been hit anywhere. 
After I had assured myself that I was still in one piece I got 
to my feet and started calling to Ray to come on, but he con- 
tinued to lay there. With a deep feeling of fear and horror, I 
cannot explain which, I went up to him and it was immediately 
me to me that he had sustained a wound in the side of his 

ead. 


I tore open my medical aid pack and bent to dress his 
head — all the time screaming for a medic to come. There were 
none to be had and as I turned his head to dress the wound 
he said to me, “tell my mother I loved her.” And with that 
short sentence he was gone from me forever. Thus in those few 
seconds I had lost the only friend I ever had. The only one that 
had known and undestood me. 


How I continued from that point on I cannot remember, 
for I was numb. I had seen death many times over the past 
months, but this was different. 


The next few days are not clear to me. I vaguely recall 
in the dark of that. night, that you could look across the river 
and see many houses in the town burning brightly, and the 
shells flying overhead and exploding somewhere in the town 
every few seconds. From time to time one could see the black 
silhouette of men moving along the far river bank as they came 
between the burning buildings and the black river. There were 
German and American soldiers continually intermixing through- 
out the night because we were consistently on the move 
and nobody had contact with, nor any idea of where the line 
was from one hour to the next and at this stage the enemy lines 
and ours were too flexible and no one could tell where the other 
person was supposed to be. At one stage I even ran into a trench 
filled with German wounded waiting to be evacuated. The next 
morning, after some 20 hours of continual fighting without 
food, I approached a group of Irish guardsmen camped under 
the bridge that we attempting to secure. Upon my request for 
food they very cheerfully supplied me with some kidney stew 
and very strong tea. I promptly became ill and could not eat 
the stew but did manage to get the tea down. 


A few hours later the Germans began a drive and we lost 
the bridge and were pushed back across the river. In passing 
thru the town we saw row on row of our dead outside a burned- 
out building that were being taken away by truck for burial. 
I was so exhausted that I hardly cared except to wonder if 
Ray was among those waiting there who no longer cared or 
wondered if we would get a bridge or not. 


No one knew where we were heading next and we marched 
in this numb and weary state for miles, when we finally were 
called to a halt we discovered we were in a heavily wooded 
forest near a small village on the Holland German Border. 


We were told we would hold this position so we im- 
mediately acquired a house, complete with Dutch family, 
and started setting up our telephone board and running out 
wires to headquarters and the line companies digging in and 
out the forest. 


We remained in this house for several weeks while the Ger- 
mans fired at us and we fired at them, but nothing noteworthy 
was achieved by either side. In the meantime the weather had 
become quite cold and snow was expected at any time. One 
day the Germans apparently found out where our radios and 
telephone switch-boards were located and in the incoming mail 
(shelling) they scored a direct hit on our house. Since we were 
aware that the communication center is always a prime target 
we had setup operations in the cellar so we suffered no direct 
damage other than the loss of our telephone lines and this was 
not uncommon. 


Because the weather was threatening, we moved our equip- 
ment and operations to a large hotel building, in which head- 
quarters were already established and here again took the base- 
ment. This time we had four floors between us and the in- 
coming shells and while the building was hit several times, we 
were quite comfortable and secure. During the rest of our stay 
here I only left the building three times. Once on a night 
patrol into enemy territory and twice to the medic’s for a minor 
injury. I had lost all interest in life and in my surroundings. 


In early December we were relieved from the fighting in 
Holland and withdrawn to a rest camp near Rheims, France. 
It was now very cold and snow had fallen but our spirits were 
high because we were to occupy a former camp of the Germans 
and were inside and warm. We were also looking forward to 
Christmas and for our leaves to Paris and the Riviera. 


We had only been here a few short days when the historic 
German break-thru in Belguim, later named the “Belgium 
Bulge” took place. We were the closest troops available to this 
area and with but a few hours notice and with inadequate 
clothing, we loaded onto a truck and sped off into the night. 


After many hours of travel thru the cold, dark alleys of night, 
winding thru one small village after another, we arrived in a 
snow covered area which we were later to learn was just south- 
east of Liege, Belgium. 


For the following week at any rate things were in a con- 
tinual state of confusion. It was our job to strike at the Ger- 
mans in one area and then quickly move to another giving the 
impression that a large body of troops was employed in this 
spot. I recall that we spent many hours and days in the bitter 
cold with temperatures sometimes going to sub-zero. The cover- 
age obtainable for a few hours sleep was a hole in the snow. 
Oddly enough, the snow isolated one from the bitter cold and 
wind. It is commonly known that thousands of our troops suf- 
fered severe frost bite on hands and feet and many of them 
unfortunately lost their toes, feet and hands. 


After some days. of bitter fighting, we were supplied one 
day with a much publicized turkey dinner which the American 
public was told we would enjoy. True, we got the turkey with 
all the trimmings, but . . . what does one do with frozen turkey 
when you are running thru the snow. I can still remember 
the German propaganda loud speakers playing Silent Night 
and the weird sensation it created as it floated over the snow. 


A few days following Christmas we commandeered a com- 
plete village evacuating the people to a safe area. Here we 
were to have a so-called rest. It was also during this epic ex- 
ample that we were rationed on ammunition and our artillery 
support was informed that they were allotted a certain number 
of shells each 24 hours. Unfortunately the Germans proved not 
so cooperative. Our status in this position remained more or 
less stationary over the next few days. 


Shortly after New Years we were moved to a small moun- 
tain village to await orders for a push into Germany. Every- 
where could be seen the ravaging and starvation route by the 
German troops. Even so the villagers stripped all of their bed- 
ding in an effort to equip us with white coverage to enable 
us to move unobserved in the snow. One had to realize the 
suffering endured to appreciate this sacrifice. 


On January 22nd, we received orders to move forward. 
It was on this day that a shell hit the building in which I oc- 
cupied and I was struck on the head. The results of this in- 
jury I still experience today. Following this injury I was re- 
moved to an evacuation hospital, later flown to Belgium then 
to Paris and from Paris to a Base Hospital somewhere in Eng- 
land. After my recovery I was ordered back to the United 
States for further recuperation, also with a diagnosis of psycho- 
neurosis, anxiety state. In other words, combat fatigue. 

After a few weeks stay in England and on April Fool’s Day, 
I boarded a new hospital ship making her maiden voyage and 
sailed for the United States and the port of Charleston, South 
Carolina. It was during this voyage that we received the very 
disturbing news of the passing of President Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt. 


The only outstanding feature of this return voyage was 
the fact that on one occasion we were sighted by a submarine 
believed to be the enemy, and also on another occasion we un- 
derwent a bad storm in which the ship, not being properly 
ballast, caused us to pitch and roll to a dangerous degree. It 
took ten days to make this crossing and we arrived in the port 
of Charleston one bright sunny day and were met by the usual 
open arms, playing of the bands and of course being kissed by 
the girls. We were immediately taken from the ship and brought 
to hospitals set up near Charleston, where we were given every 
consideration and speeded on our way throughout the country, 
with the exception of special cases, everybody was sent to hos- 
pitals within their home states and as close to their families as 
was possible. 


Due to the nature of our organization, my records of course 
had not followed me and therefore I was unable to draw my 
pay. But within three days of my arrival, at the convelescent 
hospital located south and east of San Diego, I was on my way 
home to be reunited with my family in Oakland, Calif. Here 
I spent five glorious weeks, fishing and loafing and due to a 
newspaper article I was being telephoned by fathers, mothers 
and sweethearts requesting information of sons, either still in 
Europe or dead. Some of these appeals were very pathetic. 


In early June, 1945, I returned to the hospital for further 
treatment. The first week in July, as was true of every other 
service man, I was asked if I wished to be discharged. Inasmuch 
as I quickly replied in the affirmative, I went before the rating 
board on the 11th of July and on Friday, July 13th, 1945, I 
received my discharge together with a disability compensation 
of 70%. 


Immediately thereafter I went to Bakersfield, California to 
assist my aunt and uncle in their grocery store. This was to 
allow my aunt a visit home to see her mother. It was while in 
Bakersfield that, true to my promise, I immediately filed for 
a divorce from my wife. The grounds, willful desertion. This of 
course had been previously agreed upon. 


After a few short weeks in Bakersfield I felt that I must get 
away to some place where there was peace and quiet and where 
I would have the opportunity to express my desires which had 
now become most paramount. Furthermore I now knew what 
must be done to solve this ever present problem, but while look- 
ing for this answer, I wanted a rest. 


With this in mind, I applied for and was accepted as a game 
control aid in the Mendicino Forest located in Northern Cali- 
fornia. Upon my arrival with no one for company but my cocker 
spaniel dog, I perched myself on a mountain top here to check 
the hunters kill and chart the deer runs, also of course to help 
in the event of forest fires. 


Shortly after my arrival, my poor little cocker spaniel in 
ignorance, attacked a timber rattle snake and was bitten in the 
neck. Soon after this he had convulsions and after a few days 
passed away. I was heartbroken over this loss. I remained with 
the forestry service only a few months when it became quite 
apparent to me that this was not the release nor answer to my 
problem. I must have help. 


I resigned my position and returned to Oakland here to 
consult my first psychiatrist. This man, after examining my 
problem only laughed and said there was no solution. Next, 
in a fit of restlessness, I signed in the Merchant Marines to 
take a cruise thru the Panama Canal, stopping at New Orleans 
and from there on to Greece. After completing the first portion 
of the cruise from San Francisco to New Orleans, I realized 
that here again I had made a vast mistake. Therefore, upon 
my arrival in New Orleans, it was with relief that I learned 
my mother was ill only because it would thus allow me to break 
eM contract in the Merchant Marines and return to the West 

ast. 


When I had been home but a few months I decided that I 
would try to interest myself in my main professional ambition 
and with this in mind, reentered college majoring in Biological 
Science. Unfortunately in March of 1946 I became suddenly 
very seriously ill, necessitating my entry into the Veterans Hos- 
pital in San Francisco, where I immediately underwent surgery 
for a radical mastoid condition. 


It was determined that this was an out-growth of the 
original injury I had sustained to my head while in Belgium. 
During the surgery the doctor, I presume, inadvertantly severed 
the seventh facial nerve thus resulting in a total paralysis of 
the right side of my face, also of course the loss of hearing to 
my right ear. No attempt was made to correct this surgical 
error at the time and after my discharge, with an exereme feel- 
ing of bitterness and self consciousness because of my afflic- 
tion, I consulted a very kind and understanding Neuro-Surgeon 
in San Francisco. It took him only a few minutes to determine 


that the mastoid had been an incomplete operation and that 
there was still evidence of infection. He stated that corrective 
surgery of the nerve should have been attempted immediately, 
but that in the absence of such an attempt he would do a rather 
rare and unusual type graft. 


In June of 1946 I therefore re-entered the same Veterans 
Hospital and with another doctor assisting, I underwent an- 
other mastoid operation and at the same time they removed a 
nerve section from the right leg grafting it into the facial nerve. 
It took some months before any improvement was noticed. 


Unfortunately the few months delay was enough to prevent 
total recovery but the correction was sufficient to remove the 
more obvious signs of the paralysis. I still feel a great indebted- 
ness and a debt of gratitude to this fine surgeon who took the 
time from his private practice to come to a veterans hospital 
and attempt such a delicate and unusual operation. 


After leaving the hospital I resumed my studies and again 
consulted a psychiatrist. The compromise suggested to me by 
this psychiatrist I found totally inacceptable. One never ir- 
radicates one’s problem by replacing it with another. 


I continued my studies through this semester and the fol- 
lowing semester, feeling more isolated and miserable as the days 
progressed. Since the death of my friend in Holland, I had not 
felt it possible to further confide in anyone. Naturally my ex- 
periences in the war did not further encourage this. 


Finally, in an unexplainable urge, I went to Sacramento, 
California in the early spring and here I decided to purchase a 
home. It was spring and the trees were all leafed out. The town 
appeared so peaceful and serene that I again thought I had 
found the answer. 


The city at this time of year was beautiful. A few days 
after my arrival I saw and fell in love with a typical California 
ranch style home situated in the suburbs of town. The property 
consisted of a half acre which I also felt would allow me to 
indulge myself to the full extent in my propogation of rose trees 
which had always been my pet hobby. 


I was very happy here in building and furnishing my home 
and even found that such jobs or employment as I pursued 
while not wholly compatible, were at least endurable. 


In September of this year I was asked to go to work for 
the United States Government as a Parachute Instructor. The 
pay was sufficient and the work was of course of some interest. 
Shortly following my employment I met a young man who was 
also a parachute jumper. Together we decided to open a para- 
chute school at the local airport. This venture proved a great 
success and we immediately started experiments to perfect 
various types of landings and different styles of exhibition stunt 
jumping. It was also at this time that I obtained my pilot’s 
license. This I did with a great feeling of satisfaction because 
I so thoroughly enjoyed flying and the tremendous feeling of 
freedom it gave me. 


Naturally this ability was also useful in our business. 
Within a very short time our school was so successful that I was 
forced to resign my position with the government and devote 
all of my time to the school and air shows throughout the 
country. 


I remember many happy events of the air shows and the 
people we met and of course some unusual and thrilling jumps 
which we performed throughout various parts of the State of 
California. However, in early March of 1949 I had the first 
indication that adverse conditions were in store. If I had only 
known then at what extent this would become, I certainly 
would not have pursued the contracts then existing. 


To begin with, I opened the air show for the all Western 
States Air Meet, held in Red Bluff, Calif. My parachute jump 
was the first act of the show and I was using a new parachute. 
This was my 527th jump and the first and only time that I 
had not serviced my own parachute. We passed over the field, 
the sky was clear blue and the day was very hot. I looked down 
at the thousands of people gathered below and jumped. When 
I reached about the 800th foot level, I pulled the rip cord. Gen- 
erally with the method we employed packing the parachute 
there should have followed an immediate violent jerk. This 
was not the case on this occasion. I looked at the rip cord and 


then realized that something was terribly wrong. In this frac- , 


tion of a second without actually realizing what I did and at 
this point experiencing no fear, I reached back and gave the 
protruding end of the parachute a violent jerk, thus at what 
was estimated at about 400 feet from the ground my parachute 
came open. With one violent upsweep, I came into the hard 
claylike surface. I immediately realized that I could not get to « 
my feet, but I had no particular pain at this time. A jeep arrive 

to pick me up so that I could be interviewed over the public 
address system. 


Following this I sat down to have a beer and it was then 
that the reaction set in. I first began to shake violently, realiz- 
ing how close to death I had been. This, of course, after my war 
experiences was not a new sensation, but it was most certainly 
closer to home. pe neh 

About an hour after my jump my leg began to pain fright- 
fully. I then asked the medical attendant at the field to look at 
my leg and he recommended that I be taken to the hospital for 
x-rays. Here it was determined that I had sustained a simple 
fracture but would not require splinting if I remained off my 
feet. This meant someone else had to fly my plane home while 
I returned by car. 


The following week we were scheduled for another air 
show. This time at Perkins, a small town just outside of Sacra- 
mento. Due to my previous injury I was unable to participate 
actively, so I had taken a job of emceeing the program. My 
partner had already presented one act, our famous flying 
trapeze act which is performed under a flying aircraft and then 
informed me that he was going to attempt a 10,000 foot delay, 
setting a new record as to how close to the ground one could 
come before opening the parachute. 


I told him that this was an unscheduied act, unnecessary 
and highly foolhardy. He ignored my comments and laughingly 
took off. This was the last time I was to speak to him. I 
cautioned the crowd to remain off the field and watching the 
plane thru binoculars, saw my partner jump. I cannot explain 
why, but at this moment I experienced a premonition of 
disaster. It was my job to describe the descent, but for some 
reason I was utterly speechless. I watched with horror as he 
came closer and closer to the ground. At about 2000 feet I 
seemed to sense what was about to occur. With a terrific crash 
not twenty feet from where I was standing, he came feet first 
into the earth. His parachute had never opened and it was 
quite obvious that he had misjudged his distance. 


From this day on I lost all interest and desire in_para- 
chute jumping. In fact I no longer had the courage. It be- 
came my unfortunate and very unpleasant duty to notify his 
parents, and I shall never forget the expression on his father’s 
face, for this was his only son. 


I had two further commitments to make and how I ever 
fulfilled these contracts I shall never know. As soon as I had 
completed them, I discontinued jumping and sold my business 
and while I still fly today, I cannot help but look down to the 
ground and feel a shudder pass up my spine. 


Shortly afterwards, with my parents installed in my home 
and with drive for a medical aid expressing itself so strongly 
that I had now lost all control, I began to wander from job 
to job and city to city. I next moved to Los Angeles, California, 
here I tried two or three psychiatrists without success and 
finally in 1951, I consulted a practicing psychiastrist on Wil- 
shire Boulevard in Los Angeles. This man proved both kird 


and understanding although not whole-heartedly embracing the 
aims which I expressed. 


_ During the following two years I tried first the job of 
private investigator and later changing to interior decoration. 
The work of interior decoration did allow me some outlet for 
the emotional conflict I was going thru, but no matter what I 
attempted, I was never quite at peace with myself. 


My psychiatrists’ first attempt, which was in common with 
all psychiatrists, was to suggest various types of compromise. 
As is known in all phases of life, one must be prepared to com- 
promise on most situations, but where is the compromise in a 
situation of this sort. I felt that most of the suggestions would 
merely create another and perhaps greater problem than that 
which I now suffered. 


We first wrote to the American Medical Association re- 
questing any type of aid on this problem. Their reply was to 
state that no legal medical aid of this problem could be ob- 
tained in the United States (although there are no legal restric- 
tions against transitions). Prior to this date there had been no 
attempts at physical analysis. At a still later date it was sug- 
gested that we correspond with certain specialists in various 
countries of Europe whom we learned were specializing in this 
phase of social and physical problems. As is typical, three 
names were supplied and it was our task to select the one 
which we felt would best suit our needs. 


While my psychiatrist was willing to cooperate in my re- 
quest, he stated that he objected to that which I contemplated. 
We first corresponded with Dr. Christian Homburger of Copen- 
hagen, Denmark who happens to be an eminent hormone 
specialist and not the surgeon that most people, due to a 
recently publicized case, had thought him to be. Dr. Homburger 
advised that upon consideration of my case a certain regimenta- 
tion of hormonal treatments should be attempted for a period 
of at least six months. At the same time he stated that surgical 
transitional type transformations would not be possible in this 
country due to the recent enacted laws of the country, whether 
there appeared a biological justification or not. He further 
suggested that we contact a Dutch Psychiatrist and following 
the hormone therapy it might be possible after psychiatric 
analysis and other necessary physical tests to secure the surgi- 
cal aid that appeared to be indicated. 


My psychiatrist here in Los Angeles next suggested that 
we enter an experiment of another kind for the duration of the 
hormonal therapy. It was agreed that this time I would be 
allowed freedom of expression by living and dressing as the 
woman I felt myself to be. He stressed the point that I was 
in error in the thought that the public would not accept me 
thus, and he also wanted or thought he could prove that with 
freedom of expression and acceptance that the desire for surgical 
transition would become less intense, indicating this change of 
social pattern. This is true in regard to certain repressions, but 


not so in cases of my type and I expressed this doubt of his 
success at the time. 


We had agreed that I was to meet any and all 

who might call at the house without giving Bene actions. re 
psychiatrist wished to illustrate in this manner that society 
in general would accept a person on the basis of their indi- 
vidual character rather than that which they visually might 
represent. I must admit that I found this to be true in part and 
I still find it So today, but like everything else, there are ex- 
ceptions to this rule as well. I lost many of my best friends dur- 
ing this experiment. In all justification to the doctor I will 
state that it came as close to giving me the emotional release 
I was seeking than any other type of therapy attempted up to 
that time. Together with the hormone therapy plus the present 
experiment, I felt happier and more at ease but I had told him 
at the commencement of this experiment that I knew this would 
ah be in total the solution I required. This proved to be quite 
rue. 


After a period of about six months we began correspon- 
dence with the psychiatrist recommended in De Hianbitaers 
letter. He in turn requested a complete resume of the psychi- 
atric history and tests, together with all physical and biological 
tests, that had been performed. We complied with this recuest 
and late in 1953 we received confirmation that this psychiatrist 
would be willing to take my case under advisement. I was so 
happy that words cannot ever express my elation. For the first 
time in 9 years I felt that I was finally drawing close to a solu- 
tion which at times appeared beyond my grasp, or the com- 
prehension of any of those whom I had previously consulted. 


In November, 1953, I secured passage on one of the 
Holland American steamships which I sci remember sailed 
from New York on the 17th of November. I had, upon return- 
ing from the war, been most happy to see these American 
shores which [I was now leaving in such a great state of mixed 
emotions. I had no idea when and under what conditions I 
might be returning nor had I any knowledge of which of my 
family and friends would remain so upon my return and the 
revelation of my changed status. 


There is little to write about the crossing except that we 
constantly pitched and rolled as is the iiitation of = Atlantic 
during the winter months and most of the passengers were 
seasick for the total of the eight days. I for one found the 
crossing very pleasant and was not in the least bothered by 
the motion. I remained in high spirits and much to the disgust 
of those around me, consumed everything in sight. 


On my arrival in Rotterdam which incidentally was 
Thanksgiving Day here in the United States, I awoke to a day 
which was cold and very dreary. Little did I know then that 
throughout this coming year this would be the background for 
the ensuing period. With little difficulty from customs and 
much puzzlement as to language, customs and transportation 
in this country, I boarded a train which incidentally is Holland’s 
best transportation and immediately proceeded to a small very 
picturesque village located in northwestern Holland. Inasmuch 
as the country is quite small, only a very short time was re- 
quired in travel and I arrived late in the day. 


Upon establishing myself in a local hotel, I immediately 
attempted to contact the doctor I had travelled so far to see. 
I obtained an appointment for the following Monday and the 
anxieties of the ensuing three days were almost unbearable. 

he only pastime was to wander through the streets of this 
strange, and at that time to me, an unfriendly country. 


_ Bright and early on Monday morning I presented myself 
in the doctor’s office. After only a short nT Ai with ride 
qualms I was ushered upstairs and into one of the most sur- 
prisingly furnished and informal type rooms that I think I 

ve ever seen for a professional business man. This doctor 
was very kind and very sympathetic and he immediately set 
to ag to evaluate me and the history that he had previously 
read. 


He stressed again and again the importance that 101 
would be irrevocable, slow and coiuiel aad the de oud 
never be entirely assured. Upon receiving my assurance that I 

i all of this and releasing him from any personal claim 
I still felt and requested that such procedure for surgical transi- 
tion should be carried forth without further delay. 


_As I write this I am still very happy that I had made this 
decision and regardless of the publicity and some of the re- 
marks, I have experienced no regrets whatsoever. 


The next requirement was a very close schedule of a re- 
evaluation from his own psychiatric analysis in which we spent 
many hours of deep study and review. Following this, the 
psychiatrist in compliance with the Dutch law, sent me with 
a recommendation to a certain rather renowned professor of 
medicine at a well established university located in the south 
western portion of Holland. I found this gentleman and his 


associates at this clinic very pleasant, kind, and understanding 
of my problem. This professor had spent years in study of 
problems similar to mine. Here again I was subjected to an 
independent analysis plus further physical and biological ex- 
aminations by the professor and also one other doctor. 


Following this and with the agreement of the professor 
and also this other doctor, and with the concurrence of all 
three doctors, separate and independently, the decision was 
unanimous that surgical correction was definitely indicated. 


The next step, required by the laws of this country, was 
to submit the opinion of the three doctors independently to a 
court of magistrates. Here again the case was reviewed and it 
was felt that the decisions reached by these men were correct 
in all detail. With this in view, approval was granted and my 
case was further submitted to one of the medical bureaus repre- 
senting the Queen of Holland where, after consideration of my 
case, a surgical permit was issued. 


The next step was to find a surgeon who would accept the 
responsibilities involved in an operation of this type. I was 
directed to a surgeon in Amsterdam and following consultations. 
I was subjected to an examination of physical measurement an: 
tests. This doctor stressed the dangers involved in such an op- 
eration in which one could thru no fault of the surgeon, become 
paralized and in a few cases one has been known to forfeit her 
life on such a gamble. 


I can honestly say that while I realized this, my decision 
to proceed without further delay was in no way fortified by 
courage. I was desperate. I know that upon this operation 
hinged my happiness and even life itself. This was to be my 
last chance at a solution of a problem which in the words of 
the doctor himself, “was a tragic error of nature”. 


_ On the morning of January 5th I entered a small very 
quiet hospital located in Amsterdam and here underwent the 
first phase of a series of operations which were to follow. With- 
out any question in my mind, or apprehension, the anesthesia 
was administered and I went to sleep (a deep sleep) from which 
I knew I was to awaken into a new life with the past behind 
me. In effect the surgeon’s knife would sever all of this in one 
swift stroke. I could not help but wonder with some sense of 
nervousness, what this future might hold for me, but certainly 
there was no hesitation at this point because I knew that while 
this operation would be a decisive factor, that it also meant the 
beginning or the end for me. 


My next recollection of life was upon awakening in a lovely 
heavily paneled private room overlooking the park. It would 
appear that my first reaction upon awakening was to scream. I 
can really give no explanation for this act because actually 
there was no experience of pain at this point. The only thing 
I recall is a dim remembrance of a nurse coming to my bed, who 
spoke no English whatever, but the tenderness and understand- 
ing which her actions conveyed to me were such, that words 
could not express and I began to relax feeling reassured. 


_ For the next few hours I lay there in a half dream world 
trying to visualize that my new life had begun. The next few 
days were spent in many long hours looking out. at the snow 
covered landscape and pondering as to just what this new life 
would hold for me. Neither then, nor now, have I ever had 
any feeling of regret or cause for apprehension that my decision 
might have been an incorrect one. Because of my previous 
medical background, and my rapid recovery, the doctors re- 
moved the stitches only five days after the first surgery and 
while walking was still quite painful, I wanted to leave the 
hospital as quickly as possible so that I would be able to take 
up my new life and mode of living and lose my past identity. 


Throughout my stay in the hospital I received nothing 
but kindness and understanding from the nurses and doctors 
and the many friends, whom to my. surprise, called to express 
their concern without a trace of curiosity. 


Considering my short time spent in Holland, I could not 
help but feel an overwhelming gratitude to these people who 
had taken me so wholeheartedly into their lives without ques- 
tioning the motives. On the morning of the fifth day, two girl 
friends came to assist me in leaving. Because I had begun let- 
ting my hair grow even before I left the United States, my 
hair was in quite a mess, being neither long enough to really 
curl, nor short enough to disguise, but with the aid of my 
friends, we were able to arrange it in a passable manner and 
I then changed my mode of dress and really began to take up 
my new identity of life. 


Inasmuch as I had acquired only a few small items in the 
way of wardrobe, together with my friends we went on a shop- 
ping tour to acquire the other temporary, but very necessary 
items of apparel. Due to the extreme cold and snowy con- 
ditions, I soon began to become tired, so we proceeded to a 
new apartment which had been established for me and no 
questions would be asked. I had of course intended to take up 
this new identity without explanation, however, within the few 
short days following, I discovered that explanations would be 
necessary to my landlady since she became somewhat inquisi- 
tive. Actually it was too early as yet to completely disguise my 
past appearance and this was what had aroused her suspicion. 
With some apprehension I decided to tell her the truth, so over 
tea one morning I started very hesitantly to give her a few 
facts. To my surprise I found her very understanding and 
while she said that she could not put her finger on the exact 
reasons for her suspicions, she knew that something was not 
right. I then showed her the letters and other documents from 
my doctors and attempted to explain the circumstances. This 
woman accepted me with open arms and agreed to help me in 
the many little ways which would be necessary to completely 
re-establish myself. I say now with all sincerity that I owe 
this woman a debt of gratitude which I can never repay. 


My doctor had told me that it would be necessary to wait 
approximately six months before the second stage of my opera- 
tion. I therefore began to absorb myself in this new society 
and tried to live and understand their way of life. At first I 
found the language most difficult and many times I would bring 
business to a halt when in a store trying to make myself un- 
derstood. I still laugh at some of the incidents. However, I 
found the people very helpful and courteous especially when 
they became aware that I was trying to mold my life and ways 
to those of my neighbors. I found that the main reason for the 
animosity towards Americans and other tourists is the fact 
that they do not take time to try and understand the customs 
of the people in the countries in which they enter. 


It is true that there are many inconveniences and dif- 
ferences beween the accommodations and luxuries. which Ameri- 
cans feel are a necessity in our way of life and those of the 
European. However, when one begins to understand this life 
they begin to see and experience a new peace and beauty about 
them. It is my thought that these people in their simple way 
find much enjoyment in life itself because it is built around 
the family and the home such as we used to know some years 
ago. : 


While it is not particularly detrimental, the American 
standard of living tends to place too much emphasis on progress 
and material gains and the luxuries we have, we take too much 
for granted. I love my country as well as the next American, 
but I have yet to experience the peace, friendliness and tran- 
quility found in most of Europe. 


Generally the pastime entered into by these people are 
gatherings in the homes for 11 o'clock coffee or tea at 4:00 
and then of course in the evenings many quiet hours are spent 
in general discussion of the world events or just events of 
that particular day. Usually there is coffee or tea served about 
9:00 o’clock. Sometimes one plays cards or there may be small 


. group dancing in the home and in the milder weather a stroll 


thru the streets of the city. Weekends are spent much in the 
same manner except that on Sunday afternoons the entire 
family may journey forth into the country on long bicycle 
tides and perhaps for group lunches. 


This perhaps would seem dull to the average American of 
today, but after a short time one begins to experience a peace 
which is unknown to us. There are of course American movies 
which you can go to see, but after a short stay in the country 
you begin to lose the urge for this type of entertainment. I 
wish to state here that much of the concept of American life 
gained by the European people is through the medium of our 
sic which unfortunately, in most cases, are class B or 
westerns. 


During the early part of my transition, it took much 
courage and with a great deal of apprehension I would venture 
forth into the streets of. the city. At first only at night for short 
walks or to go window shopping. Later I ventured forth by day, 
usually in the company of a girl friend or in mixed groups. 
Finally about Easter time I received my first invitation for a 
public dance date. It would be impossible to tell of the mixed 
emotions I felt. I spent part of the evening before and all of 
Easter ‘morning preparing for this date which was to be a tea 
dance in one of the leading hotels. I felt sure that every eye 
would be upon me and that surely everyone would be able 
to discern my true identity. 


This worry was both needless and foolish on my part be- 
cause by this time the hormone therapy had begun to soften 
the lines of my face and body and I was beginning to develop 
and round-out in the proper places, I had previously had a 
hairdresser come to the house and give me a permanent and 
then an Italian style hair-do. The setting of my hair proved to 
be a difficult experience for me at the outset, but as time ad- 
vanced I grew. accustomed to setting my hair and reduced the 
time involved from over an hour to under forty minutes. I also 
had a private seamstress and had acquired an extensive and 
chic wardrobe but one which was very conservative and quiet, 
as is the custom of dress for the women in this country. 


About one o’clock my date called for me and in the 
company of one other couple we entered the hotel dining room. 
Several women did comment as we passed by, but the com- 
ments were not those I had been expecting. I was wearing a very 
trim gray suit of Swiss wool together with a black velour hat 
upon which had been mounted the lovely wings of the Italian 
bird of paradise. The comments which were overheard were 
to the effect that I was a very slim petite woman and “look at 
those gorgeous feathers in her hat”. The comments on my 


(to be continued) 
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OH, SAY CAN YOU SEE ? 

Here’s another view of Mlle. 
Dee Milo who is to be seen else- 
where in these pages with equally 
charming effect. Miss Milo came 
to us. with the avowed intention 
of “crashing” our pages and in 
this we were a soft touch as Dee, 
as you Can see, is everything she’s 
cracked up to be. You'll see more 


of her in our next so reserve your 


copy. NOW ! 
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Irene Kocka, with a python around her arm, holds it aloft as she does the Snake Dance, with snakes either side of her. 
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MEN! COMPARE THIS OFFER! 
50 PHOTOS FOR $2.00! 


Imagine . . . not just 
the ordinary 8 to the 
set BUT FIFTY (yes, 
we said 50) daring 
and different large 
size 4x5 ADULT photo 
reproductions are 
only $2.00 complete. 


K & & PHOTOS @ Dept. 139 
Hartford B'idg ° B'way & E. 17th $t.,N Y.C. 


Yours Free, a sample set of photos 
PLUS an exciting brochure of home 
entertainment in MOVIES, COLOR 
SLIDES and PHOTOS. Send name and 
address with 25¢ to cover cost of 
handling and postage. 


EMESS ENTERPRISES DEPT. 96 
26 EAST 17th ST.NEW YORK 3, N 


GUARANTEED ‘GAL-ORIOUS’ GUFFAWS 


No, Miss Lee..[ meant not to 
hide anything mentally /* 


GAY GALE OF GOSSAMER GIRLS 


